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41 Mind that there is always a certain cachet about great men — they 
speak of common life more largely and generously than common men 
do — they regard the world with a manlier countenance, and see its real 
features more fairly than the timid shufflers who only dare to look up 
at life through blinkers, or to have an opinion when there is a crowd 
to back it." — English Humorists. 

"'I remember poor Byron, Hobhouse, Trelawney, and myself, 
dining with Cardinal Mezzocaldo at Rome,' Captain Sumph began, 
*and we had some Orvieto wine for dinner, which Byron liked very 
much. And I remember how the Cardinal regretted that he was a 
single man. We went to Civita Vecchia two days afterwards where 
Byron's yacht was — and, by Jove, the Cardinal died within three weeks, 
and Byron was very sorry for he rather liked him. ' 

"*A devilish interesting story, indeed,' Wagg said. 'You should 
publish some of these stories, Captain Sumph, you really should,' 
Shandon said." — Pendennis. 
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ALFRED TENNYSON 



"A footfall there 
Suffices to upturn to the warm air 
Half germinating spices ; mere decay 
Vroduces richer life ; and day by day 
New pollen on the lily -petal grows, 
And still more labyrinthine buds the rose.'" 

SORDELLO. 



And chiefly from the brook that loves 

To purl o'er matted cress and ribbed sand, 

Or dimple in the dark of rushy coves. . . . 

O ! hither lead thy feet ! 
Pour round mine ears the livelong beat 
Of the thick-fleeced sheep from wattled folds, 

Upon the ridged wolds." 

The wind that goes plowing where it listeth, once, in the 
early beginning of this century, came sweeping through the 
garden of this old Lincolnshire rectory, and, as the wind 
blew, a sturdy child of five years old with shining locks stood 
opening his arms upon the blast and letting himself be blown 
along, and as he travelled on he made his first line of poetry 
and said, " I hear a voice that's speaking in the wind," and 
he tossed his arms, and the gust whirled on, sweeping into 
the great abyss of winds. One might, perhaps, still trace in 
the noble, familiar face of our Poet Laureate the features of 
this child, one of many deep-eyed sons and daughters born 
in the quiet rectory among the elm-trees. 

Alfred Tennyson was born on the 6th of August, 1809. 
He has heard many and many a voice calling to him since 
the time when he listened to the wind as he played alone 
in his father's garden, or joined the other children at their 
games and jousts. They were a noble little clan of poets 
and of knights, coming of a knightly race, with castles to 
defend, with mimic tournaments to fight. Somersby was so 
far away from the world, so behindhand in its echoes (which 
must have come there softened through all manner of green 
and tranquil things, and, as it were, hushed into pastoral 
silence), that though the early part of the century was stir- 
ring with the clang of legions, few of its rumors seem to 
have reached the children. They never heard at the time 
of the battle of Waterloo. They grew up together playing 
their own games, living their own life ; and where is such 



I have also heard another story of his grandfather, later 

on, asking him to write an elegy on his grandmother, who 

had recently died, and when it was written, putting ten shil^ 

lings into his hands and saying, " There, that is the 

money you have ever earned by your poetry, and, take 

word for it, it will be the last." 

The Tennysons are a striking example of the theory 

family inheritance. Alfred was one of twelve children, 

whom the eldest, Frederick, who was educated at Eton, i 

known as the author of very imaginative poems. Char] 

was the second son, and Alfred was the third. Charli 

and little Alfred were sent for a few years to the Gram] 

School at Louth, where the Laureate was not happy, 

though he still remembers walking adorned with blue 

bons in a procession for the proclamation of the corona^l 

tion of George the Fourth. The old wives said at the time \ 

that the boys made the prettiest part of the show. fl 

>/ Charles Tennyson — Charles Turner he was afterwards J 

called, for he took the name with a property which he in- j 

herited— was Alfred's special friend and brother. In hi&j 

own most sweet degree, Charles Tennyson too was a truej 

poet, i Who that has ever read his sonnets will cease to lo\ 

them ? His brother loves and quotes them with affection* 

Coleridge loved them ; James Spedding, wise critic, life-loi 

friend, read them with unaltered delight from his youth 

his much-honored age. In an introductory essay to a volui 

of the collected sonnets, published after Charles Turner*! 

death, Mr. Spedding quotes the picture of a summer's day-1 

break : 

" But one sole star, none other anywhere ; 
A wild-rose odour from the fields was borne ; 
The lark's mysterious joy filled earth and air, 
And from the wind's top met the hunter's horn ; 
The aspen trembled wildly; and the morn 
Breathed up in rosy clouds divinely fair." 
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Charles Tennyson was in looks not unlike his younger 
brother. He was stately, too, though shorter in stature, 
gentle, spiritual, very noble, simple. I once saw him kneel- 
ing in a church, and only once again. He was like some- 
thing out of some other world, more holy, more silent than 
that in which most of us are living; there is a picture in 
the National Gallery of St. Jerome which always recalls 
him to me. The sons must have inherited their poetic gifts 
from their father. He was the Rev. George Clayton Ten- 
nyson, LL.D., a tall, striking, and impressive man, full of 
accomplishments and parts, a strong nature, high-souled, 
high -tempered. He was the head of the old family; but 
his own elder-brother share of its good things had passed 
by will into the hands of another branch, which is still 
represented by the Tennysons d'Eyncourt. Perhaps be- 
fore he died he may have realized that to one of his had 
come possessions greater than any ever yet entailed by 
lawyer's deeds — an inheritance, a priceless Benjamin's por- 
tion, not to be measured or defined. 
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Alfred Tennyson, as he grew up towards manhood, 
foimd other and stronger inspirations than Thomson's gen- 
tle Seasons. Byron's spell had fallen on his generation, and 
for a boy of genius it must have been absolute and overmas- 
tering. Tennyson was soon to find his own voice, but mean- 
while he began to write like Byron. He produced poems 
and verses in endless abundance : trying his wings, as peo- 
ple say, before starting on his own strong flight. One day 
the news came to the village — the dire news which spread 
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across the land, filling men's hearts with consternation — 
that Byron was dead. Alfred was then a boy about fifteen. 
" Byron was dead ! I thought the whole world was at an 
end," he once said, speaking of these by-gone days. " I 
thought everything was over and finished for every one — 
that nothing else mattered. I remember I walked out 
alone, and carved * Byron is dead ' into the sandstone." 
. / I have spoken of Tennyson from the account of an old 

friend, whose recollections go back to those days, which 
seem perhaps more distant to us than bthers of earlier date 
and later fashion. Mrs. Tennyson, the mother of the family, 
so this same friend tells me, was a sweet and gentle and 
most imaginative woman , so kind-hearted that it had pass- 
ed into a proverb, and the wicked inhabitants of a neigh- 
boring village used to bring their dogs to her windows and 
beat them in order to be bribed to leave off by the gentle 
lady, or to make advantageous bargains by selling her the 
worthless curs. She was intensely, fervently religious, as a 
poet's mother should be. After her husband's death (he 
had added to the rectory, and made it suitable for his large 
family) she still lived on at Somersby with her children and 
their friends. The daughters were growing up, the elder 
sons were going to college. Frederick, the eldest, went first 
to Trinity, Cambridge, and his brothers followed him there 
in turn. Life was opening for them, they were seeing new 
aspects and places, making new friends, and bringing them 
home to their Lincolnshire rectory. In Memoriam gives 
many a glimpse of the old home, of which the echoes still 
reach us across half a century. 

"O sound to rout the brood of cares, 
The sweep of scythe in morning dew, 
The gust that round the garden flew, 
And tumbled half the mellowing pears ! 

14 



O bliss, when all in circle drawn 

About him, heart and ear were fed 

To hear him, as he lay and read 
The Tuscan poets on the lawn: 

Or in the all-golden afternoon 
A guest, or happy sister, sung, 
Or here she brought the harp and flung 

A ballad to the brightening moon." 

Dean Garden was one of those guests here spoken of, 
who with Arthur Hallam, the reader of the Tuscan poets, 
and James Spedding and others, used to gather upon the 
lawn at Somersby — the young men and women in the light 
of their youth and high spirits, the widowed mother leading 
her quiet life within the rectory walls. Was it not a happy 
sister herself who in after-days once described how, on a 
lovely summer night, they had all sat up so late talking in 
the starlight that the dawn came shining unawares ; but the 
young men, instead of going to bed, then and there set off 
for a long walk across the hills in the sunrise. 

"And suck'd from out the distant gloom 
A breeze began to tremble o'er 
The large leaves of the sycamore,* 
And fluctuate all the still perfume, 

And gathering freshlier overhead, 

Rock'd the full-foliaged elms, and swung 
The heavy-folded rose, and flung 

The lilies to and fro, and said 

* The dawn, the dawn,' and died away; 
And East and West, without a breath, 
Mixt their dim lights, like life and death, 
To broaden into boundless day." 

* I am told that the sycamore has been cut down, and the lawn is altered to another 
shape. 
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One thing which cannot fail to strike us when we are 
looking over the records of these earlier days is the remark- 
able influence which Alfred Tennyson seems to have had 
from the very first upon his contemporaries, even before his 
genius had been recognized by the rest of the world. Not 
only those of his own generation, but his elders and masters 
seem to have felt something of this. I remember hearing 
one of Tennyson's oldest friends, Dr. Thompson, the late 
Master of Trinity, say that " Whewell, who was a man him- 
self, and who knew a man when he saw him," used to pass 
over in Alfred Tennyson certain informalities and forget- 
fulness of combinations as to gowns, and places, and times, 
which in another he would never have overlooked. 

Whewell ruled a noble generation — a race of men bom 
in the beginning of the century, whose praise and loyal 
friendship were indeed worth having, and whose" good opin- 
ion Tennyson himself may have been proud to possess. 
Wise, sincere, and witty, these contemporaries spoke with au- 
thority, with the moderation of conscious strength. Those 
of this race that I have known in later days — for they were 
many of them my father's friends also — have all been men 
of unmistakable stamp, of great culture, of a certain digni- 
fied bearing, and of independence of mind and of nature. 

Most of them have succeeded in life as men do who are 
possessed of intellect and high character. Some have not 
made the less mark upon their time because their names are 
less widely known ; but each name is a memorable chapter 



and talks. How many of us might have been glad to listen 
to our poet, and to the poet who has made the philosophy 
of Omar Kh£yam known to the world, as they discoursed 
together ; of life, of boyish memories, of books, and again 
more books ; of chivalry — mainly but another name for 
youth — of a possible old age, so thoroughly seasoned with 
its spirit that all the experience of the world should serve 
not to freeze but to direct the genial current of the soul ! 
and who that has known them both will not recognize the 
truth of this description of Alfred in early days ? 

* ' A man at all points, of grand proportion and feature, significant of 
that inward chivalry becoming his ancient and honorable race ; when 
himself a ' Yonge Squire,' like him in Chaucer \ l of grete strength,' that 
could hurl the crowbar farther than any of the neighboring clowns, whose 
humors, as well as of their betters — knight, squire, landlord, and lieu- 
tenant — he took quiet note of, like Chaucer himself ; like Wordsworth on 
the mountain, he too when a lad abroad on the world, sometimes of a 
night with the shepherd, watching not only the flock on the greensward, 
but also 

' the fleecy star that bears 
Andromeda far off Atlantic seas/ 

along with those other Zodiacal constellations which Aries, I think, leads 
over the field of heaven." 

Arthur Hallam has also written of him in some lines to R. 
J. Tennant of 

"a friend, a rare one, 
A noble being full of clearest insight, 

. . . whose fame 
Is couching now with pantherized intent, 
As who shall say, I'll spring to him anon, 
And have him for my own." 

All these men could understand each other, although they 
had not then told the world their secrets. Poets, critics, 
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men of learning — such names as Trench and Monckton 
Milnes, George Stovin Venables, the Lushingtons and 
Kinglake, need no comment; many more there are, and 
deans and canons — a band of youthful friends in those days 
meeting to hold debate 

' ' on mind and art, 

And labor, and the changing mart, 
And all the framework of the land ; 
When one would aim an arrow fair, 

But send it slack ly from the string ; 

And one would pierce an outer ring, 
And one an inner, here and there ; 

And last the master-bowman, he, 
Would cleave the mark." 

The lines to J. S. were written to one of these earlier 
associates. 

' ' And gently comes the world to those 
That are cast in gentle mould." 

It was the prophecy of a whole lifetime. There were but few 
signs of age in James Spedding's looks, none in his charm- 
ing companionship, when the accident befell him which took 
him away from those who loved him. To another old com- 
panion, the Rev. W. H. Brookfield, is dedicated that sonnet 
which flows like an echo of Cambridge chimes on a Sabbath 
morning. 
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It is in this sonnet to W. H. Brookfield that Tennyson 
writes of Arthur Hallam : " Him the lost light of those dawn- 
golden days." 

Arthur Hallam was the same age as my own father, and 
born in 1811. When he died he was but twenty-three; 
but he had lived long enough to show what his life might 
have been. 

In the preface to a little volume of his collected poems 
and essays, published some time after his death, there is a 
pathetic introduction. " He seemed to tread the earth as 
a spirit from some better world," writes his father; and a 
correspondent, who is, as I have been told, Arthur Hallam's 
and Tennyson's common friend, Mr. Gladstone, says, with 
deep feeling : " It has pleased God that in his death, as well 
as in his life and nature, he should be marked beyond 
ordinary men. When much time has elapsed, when most 
bereavements will be forgotten, he will still be remembered, 
and his place, I fear, will be felt to be still vacant ; singularly 
as his mind was calculated by its native tendencies to work 
powerfully and for good, in an age full of import to the 
nature and destinies of man." 

How completely these words have been carried out must 
strike us all now. The father lived to see the young man's 
unconscious influence working through his friend's genius, 
and reaching whole generations unborn. A lady, speaking 
of Arthur Hallam after his death, said to Tennyson, "I think 

he was perfect." " And so he was," said Lord Tennyson, 
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"as near perfection as a mortal man can be." Arthur 
Hallam was a man of remarkable intellect. He could take 
in the most difficult and abstruse ideas with an extraordinary 
rapidity and insight. On one occasion he began to work 
one afternoon, and mastered a difficult book of Descartes at 
a single sitting. In the preface to the Memorials Mr. Hallam 
speaks of this peculiar clearness of perception and facility 
for acquiring knowledge ; but, above all, the father dwells 
on his son's undeviating sweetness of disposition and ad- 
herence to his sense of what was right. In the Quarterlies 
and Reviews of the time, his opinion is quoted here and 
there with a respect which shows in what esteem it was 
already held. 

At the time when Arthur Hallam died he was engaged to 
be married to a sister of the poet's. She was scarcely seven- 
teen at the time. One of the sonnets addressed by Arthur 
Hallam to his betrothed was written when he began to 
teach her Italian : 

" Lady, I bid thee to a sunny dome, 

Ringing with echoes of Italian song ; 

Henceforth to thee these magic halls belong, 
And all the pleasant place is like a home. 
Hark, on the right, with full piano tone, 

Old Dante's voice encircles all the air ; 

Hark, yet again, like flute-tones mingling rare 
Comes the keen sweetness of Petrarca's moan. 
Pass thou the lintel freely ; without fear 

Feast on the music. I do better know thee 

Than to suspect this pleasure thou dost owe me 
Will wrong thy gentle spirit, or make less dear 

That element whence thou must draw thy life — 

An English maiden and an English wife." 

As we read the pages of this little book we come upon 
more than one happy moment saved out of the past, hours 
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of delight and peaceful friendship, saddened by no fore- 
boding, and complete in themselves. 

"Alfred, I would that you beheld me now; 
Sitting beneath an ivied, mossy wall. 

. . . Above my head 
Dilates immeasurable a wild of leaves, 
Seeming received into the blue expanse 
That vaults the summer noon." 

There is something touching in the tranquil ring of the 
voice calling out in the summer noontide with all a young 
man's expansion. 

It seemed to be but the beginning of a beautiful happy 
life, when suddenly the end came. Arthur Hallam was 
travelling with his father in Austria when he died very sud- 
denly, with scarce a warning sign of illness. Mr. Hallam 
had come home and found his son, as he supposed, sleep- 
ing upon a couch ; but it was death, not sleep. " Those 
whose eyes must long be dim with tears " — so writes the 
heart-stricken father — "brought him home to rest among 
his kindred and in his own country." They chose his rest- 
ing-place in a tranquil spot on a lone hill that overhangs the 
Bristol Channel. He was buried in the chancel of Cleve- 
don Church, in Somerset, by Clevedon Court, which had 
been the early home of his mother, an Elton by birth. 

In all England there is not a sweeter place than the 
sunny old Court upon the hill, with its wide prospects and 
grassy terraces, where Arthur Hallam must have played in 
his childhood, whence others of his kindred, touched with 
his own bright and beautiful spirit, have come forth. 

When Mr. Hallam, after a life of repeated sorrows, at last 
went to his rest with his wife and his children, it was Alfred 
Tennyson who wrote his epitaph, which may still be read in 
the chancel of the old Clevedon Church. 
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In MemoriaMj with music in its cantos, belonging to the 
school of all men's sad hearts, rings the awful De Profundis 
of death, faced and realized as far as may be by a human 
soul. It came striking suddenly into all the sweet ideal 
beauty and lovely wealth which had gone before, with a 
revelation of that secret of life which is told to each of us 
in turn by the sorrow of its own soul. Nothing can be 
more simple than the form of the poem as it flows. 

' ' Short swallow-flights of song, that dip 
Their wings in tears, and skim away," 

as the poet says himself, but it is something else besides — 
something which has given words and ease to many of 
those who in their lonely frozen grief perhaps feel that 
they are no longer quite alone, when such a voice as this 
can reach them : 

"Peace; come away: the song of woe 
Is after all an earthly song : 
Peace ; come away : we do him wrong 
To sing so wildly : let us go. " 

And as the cry passes away, come signs of peace and dawn- 
ing light : 

"Be neither song, nor game, nor feast ; 

Nor harp be touch'd, nor flute be blown ; 

No dance, no motion, save alone 

What lightens in the lucid east 
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"Of rising worlds by yonder wood. 

Long sleeps the summer in the seed : 
Run out your measured arcs, and lead 
The closing cycle rich in good." 

And the teacher who can read the great book of nature in- 
terprets for us as he turns the page. 

With In Memoriam, which was not published till 1850, 
Alfred Tennyson's fame was firmly established ; and when 



Wordsworth died (on Shakespeare's day in that same year) 
its author was appointed by the Queen Poet Laureate. 
There is a story * that at the time Sir Robert Peel was con- 
sulted he had never read any Tennyson, but he read "Ulys- 
ses " and warmed up, and acknowledged the right of this 
new-come poet to be England's Laureate. 
The home at Somersby was broken up by this time, by 



ing past the King at the marriage of Arthur was made one 
spring afternoon on Clapham Common as he walked along. 

4 ' Blow trumpet, for the world is white with May ; 
Blow trumpet, the long night hath roll'd away! 
Blow through the living world — *Let the King reign.'" 

So sang the young knights in the first bright days of early 
chivalry. 

"Clang battle-axe, and clash brand! Let the King reign. 
The King will follow Christ, and we the King." 

And then when the doom of evil spread, bringing not sor- 
row alone, but destruction in its train, not death only, but 
hopelessness and consternation, the song is finally changed 
into an echo of strange woe ; we hear no shout of triumph, 
but the dim shocks of battle, 

4 4 the crash 
Of battle-axe on shatter'd helms, and shrieks 
After the Christ, of those who falling down 
Look'd up for heaven, and only saw the mist." 

All is over with the fair court ; Guinevere's golden head 
is low ; she has fled to Almesbury — 

4 4 Fled all night long by glimmering waste and weald. 
And heard the Spirits of the waste and weald 
Moan as she fled, or thought she heard them moan: 
And in herself she moan'd, * Too late, too late !' 
Till in the cold wind that foreruns the morn, 
A blot in heaven, the Raven, flying high, 
Croak'd, and she thought, 'He spies a field of death.'" 

And finally comes the conclusion, and the " Passing of 
Arthur/ 1 and he vanishes as he came, in mystery, silently 
floating away upon the barge towards the East, whence all 
religions are said to come. 
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Some people camping in the New Forest once told me of 
a mysterious figure in a cloak coming suddenly upon them 
out of a deep glade, passing straight on, looking neither to 
the right nor the left. " It was either a ghost or it was Mr. 
Tennyson," said they. 

In Sir John Simeon's lifetime there was a constant inter- 
course between Farringford and Swanston. Sir John was 
one of Tennyson's most constant companions — a knight of 
courtesy he calls him in the sad lines written in the garden 
at Swanston. 

Maud grew out of a remark of Sir John Simeon's, to 
whom Tennyson had read the lines, 

* 

"O that 'twere possible 
After long grief and pain," 

which lines were, so to speak, the heart of Maud. Sir Jojm 
said that it seemed to him as if something were wanting to 
explain the story of this poem, and so by degrees it all grew. 
One little story was told me on the authority of Mr. Henry 
Sidgwick, who was perhaps present on that occasion. Ten- 
nyson was reading the poem to a silent company assembled 
in the twilight, and when he came to the birds in the high 
hall garden calling Maud, Maud, Maud, Maud, he stopped 
short, and asked an authoress who happened to be present 
what birds these were. The authoress, much alarmed, and 
feeling that she must speak, and that the eyes of the 
whole company were upon her, faltered out, " Nightin- 
gales." "Pooh," said Tennyson, "what a cockney you 
are ! Nightingales don't say Maud. Rooks do, or some- 
thing like it. Caw, caw, caw, caw, caw." Then he went 
on reading. 

Reading, is it ? One can hardly describe it. It is a sort 
of mystical incantation, a chant in which every note rises 

and falls and reverberates again. As we sit around the 
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word, I once opened the book, and read four or five pages. 
The style is so abominable I could not get on with it" 
Whereas Carlyle's own criticism upon the History of the 
Middle Ages was, " Eh ! the poor, miserable skeleton of a 
bpok !" V 

Was it not Charles Lamb who wanted to return grace 
after reading Shakespeare, little deeming in humble sim- 
plicity that many of us yet to come would be glad to return 
thanks for a jest of Charles Lamb's. The difference be- 
tween those who speak with reality, and those who go 
through life fitting their second-hand ideas to other peo- 
ple's words, is one so marked that even a child may tell the 
difference. When the Laureate speaks, every word comes 
wise, racy, absolutely natural, and sincere ; and how gladly 
do we listen to his delightful stories, full of odd humors and 
knowledge of men and women, or to his graver talk ! I re- 
member thinking how true was the phrase of Lionel Tenny- 
son's concerning his father, " When a man has read so much 
and thought so much, it is an epitome of the knowledge 
of to-day we find in him," an epitome indeed touched by 
the solemn strain of the poet's own gift. I once heard 
Tennyson talking to some actors, to no less a person in- 
deed than to Hamlet himself, for after the curtain fell the 
whole play seemed to flow from off the stage into the box 
where we had been sitting, and I could scarcely tell at last 
where reality began and Shakespeare ended. The play was 
over, and we ourselves seemed a part of it still ; here were 
the players, and our own prince poet, in that familiar simple 
voice we all know, explaining the art, going straight to the 
point in his own downright fashion, criticising with delicate 
appreciation, by the simple force of truth and conviction 
carrying all before him. " You are a good actor lost," one 
of these, the real actor, said to him. 

It is a gain to the world when people are content to be 
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themselves, not chipped to the smooth pattern of the times, 
but simple, original, and unaffected in ways and words. 
Here is a poet leading a poet's life ; where he goes there 
goes the spirit of his home, whether in London among the 
crowds, or at Aldworth on the lonely height, or at Fairing- 
ford in that beautiful bay. The last time I went to see him 
in London he was smoking in a top room in Eton Square. 
It may interest an American public to be told that it was 
Durham tobacco from North Carolina, which Mr. Lowell 
had given him. I could not but feel how little even cir- 
cumstance itself can contribute to that mysterious essence 
of individuality which we all recognize and love. In this 
commonplace London room, with all the stucco of Belgravia 
round about, I found the old dream realized, the old charm 
of youthful impression. There sat my friend as I had first 
seen him years ago among the clouds. 

NOTE. — This early sketch was preserved by Robert Browning, to 
whose courtesy we are indebted for its use, and was one of the interest- 
ing pictures of the Rossetti exhibition held in London after the painter's 
death. Mrs. Browning was another of the distinguished company. 



JOHN RUSKIN 



"Let knowledge grow from more to more, 
But more of reverence in us dwell ; 
That mind and soul, according well, 
May make one music as before" 



pensing, as is still his wont, trimmings and oracles and 
epigrams with every plateful. 

I could even now quote some of the words Ruskin spoke 
on that summer's evening in Great Cumberland Street, and 
I can see him as he was then almost as plainly as on the 
last time that we met. His mood on that first occasion 
was one of deep depression, and I can remember being 
frightened as well as absorbed by his talk. Was he joking ? 
was he serious ? I could hardly follow what he said then, 
though now it all seems simple enough. But good company 
is like good wine, and improves by keeping, and let us hope 
that this applies to the recipients as well as to the feast 
itself. 

Ruskin seemed less picturesque as a young man than in 
his later days. Perhaps gray waving hair may be more 
becoming than darker locks, but the speaking, earnest eyes 
must have been the same, as well as the tones of that de- 
lightful voice, with its slightly foreign pronunciation of the 
r, which seemed so familiar again when it welcomed us to 
Coniston long, long years after. Meeting thus after fifteen 
years, I was struck by the change for the better in him ; by 
the bright, radiant, sylvan look which a man gains by living 
among woods and hills and pure breezes. 
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smith from the village to make t' bolts faaster." The pier 
is fast enough, running out into the lake, with a little fleet 
safely anchored behind it, while Brantwood stands high up 
on the slope, with square windows looking across the waters. 
Just on the other side of the lake, wrapped in mysterious 
ivy wreaths, where the cows are whisking their tails beneath 
the elms, rise the gables of the old farm, once the manor- 
house where " Sidney's sister, Pembroke's mother," once 
dwelt. Sir Philip Sidney used to come riding across the dis- 
tant hills to visit her there — so tradition says. The mere 
thought of Coniston Water brings back the peaceful le- 
gends and sounds all about Ruskin's home : the plash of 
the lake, the rustle of the leaves and rushes, the beat of 
birds on their whirring wings, the flop of the water-rats, the 
many buzzing and splashing and delicious things. A path 
up a garden of fruit and flowers, of carnations and straw- 
berries, leads with gay zigzags to the lawn in front of the 
Brantwood windows. 

The house is white, plain, and comfortable, absolutely 
unpretending. I remember noticing, with a thrill, the um- 
brella-stand in the glass door. So Mr. Ruskin had an um- 
brella just like other people ! It seemed to me to be a 
dwelling planned for sunshine, and sunshine on the lakes 
is of a quality so sweet and rare that it counts for more 
than in any other place. The brightness of Brantwood, 
the squareness, and its unaffected comfortableness, were, I 
think, the chief characteristics. You had a general impres- 
sion of solid, old-fashioned furniture, of amber-colored dam- 
ask curtains and coverings ; there were Turners and other 
water -color pictures in curly frames upon the drawing- 
room walls — a Prout, I think, among them ; there was a 
noble Titian in the dining-room, and the full-length portrait 
of a child in a blue sash over the sideboard, which has be- 
come familiar since then to the readers of Prceterita; and 

63 



\ 



because his aim (consciously or unconsciously) is juster, his 
strength stronger and less strained ; his right is more right 
than ours, his certainty more certain ; he shows us the best 
of that which concerns him, and the best of ourselves too 
in that which concerns us in his work or his teaching. 

If we look at the Elgin marbles, for instance, we feel that 
the standard of human attainment is forever raised by those 
broken lines in eternal harmony, and we also indefinitely 
realize that while looking at them we ourselves are at our 
best in sculpture ; and so listening back to the echoes of a 
lifetime, we can most of us still hear some strains very clear, 
very real and distinct, out of all the confusion of past noise 
and chatter ; and the writer (nor is she alone in this) must ever 
count the magic of the music of Brantwood oratory among 
such strains. Music, oratory, I know not what to call that 
wondrous gift which subjugates all who come within its reach. 

" God uses us to help each other so, lending our minds out." 

If ever a man lent out his mind to help others, Ruskin is 
the man. From country to country, from age to age, from 
element to element, he leads the way, while his audience, 

laughing, delighted, follows with scrambling thoughts and 

• 

apprehensions and flying leaps, he meanwhile illustrating 
each delightful, fanciful, dictatorial sentence with pictures 
by the way — things, facts, objects interwoven, bookcases 
opening wide, sliding drawers unlocked with his own mar- 
vellous keys — and lo ! we are perhaps down in the centre of 
the earth, far below Brantwood and its surrounding hills, 
among specimens, minerals, and precious stones, Ruskin 
still going ahead, and crying " sesame " and " sesame," and 
revealing each secret recess of his King's Treasury in turn, 
pointing to each tiny point of light and rainbow veined in 
marble, gold and opal, crystal and emerald. Then, perhaps, 
while we are wondering, and barely beginning to apprehend 
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his delightful illustrations, the lecturer changes from natural 
things to those of art, from veins of gold meandering in the 
marble and speaking of ages, to coins marking the history 
of man. I was specially struck by some lovely old Holbein 
pieces of Henry VIII. which he brought out. I can still 
see Ruskin's hand holding the broad gold mark in its palm. 
Who could help speculating at such a moment? Whence 
had it come, that golden token, since Holbein laid his 
chisel down ? From what other hands had it reached this 
one ? Had Shakespeare once had the spending of it, had 
Bacon clutched at it, or had Buckingham flung it to the 
wind, or had Milton owned it, perhaps, before Cromwell 
called the King's money back into his own treasury ? Any- 
how, .this golden piece has escaped the Puritan's crucibles, 
and here it is still, to show us what a golden coin has been, 
and lying safe in the Brantwood treasury. 



IV 



It is now several years since we were at Coniston, and I 
may have perhaps somewhat confused the various occasions 
when we went to Brantwood. One year the family was ab- 
sent during our stay, but tokens of present kindness came 
day after day — basketfuls brought up by the gardener, roses 
and the afore-mentioned strawberries, and other ripe things 
that had colored in its sunshine. 

Another year when we were staying at the farm Ruskin 
was at Brantwood, alone with a young relative, and he asked 
us to go up and see him. Again I remember one of those 
long monologues, varied, absorbing, combining pictures and 
metaphors into one delightful whole, while the talker, carried 
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story, we live it. His is rather the descriptive than the con- 
structive faculty; his mastery is over detail and quality 
rather than over form. How delightfully he remembers ! 
How one loves his journeys in Mr. Telford's post-chaise, 
where he sits propped upon his own little trunk between 
father and mother, looking out at the country through the 
glass windows. Mr. Ruskin the elder is travelling for or- 
ders, and he brings his family north, and finally to his sis- 
ter's home in Perth, where we read of the Scottish aunt and 
the playfellow cousins, of the dark pools of Tay, of the path 
above them, " being seldom traversed by us children, except 
at harvest-time, when we used to go gleaning in the fields 
beyond." "I hesitate in recording as a constant truth for 
the world the impression left on me, when I went gleaning 
with Jessie, that Scottish sheaves are more golden than are 
found in other lands, and that no harvests elsewhere visible 
to human eyes are so like the corn of heaven* as those of 
Strath Tay and Strath Earn." 

Was ever story more simple, more pathetic, than the story 
of little Peter and his mother ! " My aunt, a pure dove- 
priestess, if ever there was one, of Highland Dodona, was 
of a far gentler temper, but still to me remained at a wistful 
distance. She had been much saddened by the loss of 
three of her children before her husband's death. Little 
Peter especially had been the corner-stone of her love's 
building ; and it was thrown down swiftly. White-swelling 
came in the knee ; he suffered much, and grew weaker grad- 
ually, dutiful always, and loving, and wholly patient. She 
wanted him one day to take half a glass of port-wine, and 
took him on her knee and put it to his lips. * Not now, 
mamma \ in a minute,' said he, and put his head on her 
shoulder, and gave one long, low sigh, and died." 



* Psalms, lxxviii., 24. 
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of these most charming sisters, for once by chance, travel- 
ling on Lake Leman, she found herself watching a lady 
who sat at the steamer's end, a beautiful young woman, all 
dressed in pale gray, with a long veil floating on the wind, 
who sat motionless and absorbed, looking towards the dis- 
tant hills, not unlike the vision of some guiding, wistful 
Ariel at the prow, while the steamer sped its way between 
the banks. The story of the French sisters has gained an 
added interest from the remembrance of those dark, lovely 
eyes, that charming countenance, for afterwards, when I 
knew her better, the lady told me that her mother had been 
a Domecq, and had once lived with her sisters in Mr. Rus- 
kin's home. Circumstances had divided them in after-days, 
but all the children of the family in turn had been brought 
up to know Mr. Ruskin by name, and to love and appreci- 
ate his books. The lady sent him many messages by me, 
which I delivered in after-days, when, alas ! it was from Mr. 
Ruskin himself I learned that the beautiful traveller — Isa- 
belle, he called her — had passed away before her time to 
those distant hills where all our journeys end. 

Ruskin's jubilee should be counted from the year 1833, 
when he tells us he went with his father to a shop to enter 
their names as subscribers to Prout's Sketches in Flanders 
and Italy, and they were shown the specimen print of the 
turreted window over the Moselle at Coblentz. "We got 
the book home to Heme Hill before the time of our usual 
annual tour, and as my mother watched my father's pleas- 
ure and mine in looking at the wonderful places, she said, 
why should not we go and see some of them in reality? My 
father hesitated a little, and then, with glittering eyes, said, 
why not ?" How plainly one can see the picture ! The little 
family assembled in its quiet after-dinner conclave, the boy 
turning over the pages of his book, the father opening the 
big map, the practical mother transforming dreams into re- 
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the sky, of mountain and mountain snow ; and all that 
living plain, burning with human gladness, studded with 
white houses, a Milky Way of star dwellings cast across its 
sunlit blue." * 

And so we are able to follow the child year by year ; we 
see little John grow from out his blue shoes and ribbons, 
via frilled collars and boyish buttons, to rustling dignities of 
silken robe and tasselled cap, and promoted from his niche 
behind the drawing-room chimney-piece to the run of all the 
cloisters of Oxford. His father meanwhile returns con- 
tentedly to his desk opposite the brick wall, where he sits 

* The following fac-simile note in allusion to the above was written long after: 

vA a,; m , iA^K i &<* ^* v - 
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latter volumes of Modern Painters. How eloquent and 
graceful they are, whether it is indicated motion or shad- 
ow, whether clouds or spiral leaf and upspringing branch ! 

When Ruskin records his past, it is as often as not by 
the sketches he has taken along the way that he marks his 
progress. And how true the saying is that nothing else — no 
descriptions — ever bring back a former state of mind and be- 
ing as an old sketch will do ! Sometimes one's old self actual- 
ly seems to come up and take it out of one's hand. Only last 
night, apropos of these sketches of Ruskin's, and of a new 
portfolio of them lately published, I heard no less an author- 
ity than the Slade Professor at Cambridge saying that, with 
all the credit Professor Ruskin has justly won as a master of 
English diction, he has scarcely gained as much as he de- 
served for the exquisite character of his actual drawing. 

As one looks down the list of Ruskin's writings* one can 

* It may be convenient to give the following list of Mr. Ruskin's works, taken 
from Men of the Time* and from the fly-leaves of Mr. George Allen : 

Poems. Friendship's Offering. 1835 to Unto this Last. ComhUl Magazine. 

1843. 1860-1862. 

Modern Painters. Vol. I., 1843. Munera Pulveris. Frazer's Magazine. 
Modern Painters. Vol. II., 1846. 1862-1863. 

Art. Quarterly Review* June, 1847, Lord Notes on the Alps. 

Lindsay's Christian Art - March, 1848, Cestus of Aglaia. 1865. 

Eastlake on the History of Painting. Sesame and Lilies. 1865. 

Seven Lamps of Architecture. Ethics of the Dust. 1865. 

King of the Golden River. 1849. Ulus- Crown of Wild Olive. 1866. 

trated by R. Doyle. Time and Tide by Wear and Tyne. 

Stones of Venice, Vol. III.,'5i-'53. 1851. Queen of the Air. 1869. 

Lectures on Architecture and Painting. Lectures on Art. 1871 to 1878. 

1853. Fors Clavigera. 

Giotto and his Works in Padua, 1854, for Aratra Pentelice. 1872. 

the Arundel Society. The Relation between Michael Angelo 
Notes on the Royal Academy. Five parts. and Tintoret. 1872. 

1855 to 1859. The Eagle's Nest. 1872. 

Modern Painters. Vol. III., 1856. Ariadne Florentina. 1873-1876. 

Modern Painters. Vol. IV., 1856. Love's Meinie. 1873. 

Notes on the Turner Collection. 1857. Val d' Arno. 1874. 

Political Economy of Art. 1857. Two Proserpina. 1875-1876. 

Lectures. 1859-1860. Deucalion. 1875-1878. 

The Two Paths. (Lectures on Art.) Mornings in Florence. 1875-1877. 

Modern Painters. Vol. V., i860. Bibliotheca Pastorum. 1877. 

Sir Joshua Holbein. Cornhill Magazine. Prceterita. (Still publishing.) 1888. 

i860. 
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but I shall never feel comfortable, nevertheless, about that Marvy busi- 
ness unless you send to me for ten pounds for the next author, or artist, 
or widow of either, whom you want to help. 

" And with this weight at last off my mind, I pray you to believe me 
always faithfully, respectfully yours, J. Ruskin. 

" All best wishes of the season to you and your daughters." 

And my father's daughter may be perhaps forgiven for 
adding that there are few among us who will not sympa- 
thize as much with Mr. Ruskin when he breaks his theories 
as when he keeps to them. I don't know if it is fair to 
quote the story I heard at Coniston, long after, of the 
man who had grossly lied and cheated at Brantwood for 
years, and whose wages Mr. Ruskin went on paying, be- 
cause he could not give him a character, and could not 
let him and his children starve. 
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It may be here as well to say a few words of Mr. Rus- 
kin's public work. In the statement of the purposes of St. 
George's Guild published by him he explains the two chief 
objects of the society : — Firstly, agricultural work, reclaim- 
ing waste lands, and the encouragement of manual labor 
without the help of steam (" a cruel and furious waste of 
fuel to do what every stream and breeze are ready to do"); 
Secondly, the building of museums and schools of art and 
study. " I continually see subscriptions of ten, fifteen, or 
twenty thousand pounds for new churches. Now a good 
clergyman never wants a church. He can say all his pa- 
rishioners essentially need to hear in any of his parishion- 
ers' best parlors or upper chambers, or, if these are not large 
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In this composition I care more for completeness of record than for ac- 
curate copying. There is nothing in it that I esteem exquisite as paint- 
ing ; but all is invaluable as design and emotion. Do it as thoroughly 
as you can pleasantly to yourself. For me, the Justice and Concord are 
the importantest. As you have got to work comfortably on it, don't 
hurry. Do it satisfactorily ; and then to Assisi, where quite possibly I 
may join you, though not for a month or six weeks. 

' ' Keep me well in knowledge of your health and movements (writing 
now to Coniston), and believe me 

" Very faithfully yours, J. Ruskin. 

..." I shall soon be writing to the good monks at Assisi; give them 
my love always. 

* ' Do not spare fees to custodes, and put them down separately to me. 

"People talk so absurdly about bribing. An Italian cannot know 
at first anything about an Englishman but that he is either stingy or gen- 
erous. The money gift really opens his heart, if he has one. You can 
do it in that case without money, indeed, eventually, but it is amazing 
how many people can have good (as well as bad) brought out of them by 
gifts, and no otherwise." 

" London, i$tkjune, 1873. 

"My dear , — I am very glad to have your letters, and to see 

that you are on the whole well, and happy in your work. One's friends 
never do write to one when one's at Siena ; somehow it is impossible to 
suppose a letter ever gets there. 

"You may stay at your work there as long as you find necessary for 
easy completion. It will be long before I get to Assisi. 

"I don't care about anything in the Villa Spanocchi. All my pleas- 
^t thoughts of it — or any other place nearly — are gone. Do * The 
Peace ' as thoroughly as possible, now you are at it. 

" I have intense sympathy with you about Sunday, but fancy my con- 
science was unusually morbid. I am never comfortable on the day. Of 
^irse the general shop-shutting and dismalness in England adds to the 
effect of it. 

"Your day is admirably laid out, except that in your walk after 
four you go to look at pictures. You ought to rest in changed thoughts 
*s much as possible, to get out on the green banks and brows, and think 
°f nothing but what the leaves and winds say. 

" I have nothing to tell you of myself that is pleasant ; not much that 
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is specially otherwise. The weather has been frightful in London. It 
was better at Coniston, but it appalls me ; it is a plague of darkness such 
as I never believed nature could inflict or suffer. 

11 Always affectionately yours, J. Ruskin." 

"Hernb Hill, 23d April, 1882. 

..." That is a good passage of Leonardo's, but if you had read my 
Oxford lectures you would find their whole initiatory line and shade 
practice is (with distinct announcement of his authority) based on his 
book. I had read every word of it with care before I finished Mod. /\" 
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Sir Charles Newton writes on one occasion : " I spent 
last night with Ruskin, and very delightful it was. He is 
now taking that larger view of art which I always expected 
he would, and begins to regard Greek art from the point of 
view in which it ought to be looked at, and was regarded 
by the Greeks themselves. ,, This letter was shown me by 
the kindest of friends, whose own noble inspiration is a 
blessing and a light to the age. Watts has often described 
his discussions with Ruskin during their long and intimate 
companionship. That Ruskin is remorseless all his friends 
must allow, but he is remorseless to himself as soon as a 
conviction is borne in upon him. 

Here is a charming example of a recantation in a letter 
to Mr. Burne-Jones : 

"Venice, i^thMay, 1869. 

" My dearest Ned, — There's nothing here like Carpaccio! There's 
a little bit of humble-pie for you ! 

" Well, the fact was, I had never once looked at him, having classed 
him in glance and thought with Gentile Bellini and other men of the 
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more or less incipient and hard schools, and Tintoret went better with 
clouds and hills. But this Carpaccio is a new world to me. . . . I've 

only seen the Academy ones yet, and am going this morning ( 

cloudless light) to your St. George of the Schiavoni ; but I must send 
this word first to catch post. 

•' From your loving J. R. 

4 ' I don't give up my Tintoret, but his dissoluteness of expression 
into drapery and shadow is too licentious for me now." 

It is to Watts I also owe the following letters, which 
are so interesting in themselves, and do such honor to the 
candor and love of truth of the recipients, that I will set 
them down without comment. The letters recall that past 
vision of Little Holland House and its gardens, where for 
many years Watts, " the Signor," as his friends all call him, 
dwelt on, recording the generation of noble people passing 
by, as well as the beautiful ideals of his own mind, working 
day after day quietly from dawn of light to afternoon in 
that home of so much vivid life and original color, which 
has left the remembrance of kind deeds and happy, gracious 
ways shining like a track on the waters. 

" Saturday Evening, 29/A September, i860. 

•' Dear Watts, — I am very glad to have your letter to-night, having 
been downhearted lately and unable to write to my friends, yet glad of 
being remembered by them. I have kept a kind letter of Mrs. Prinsep's 
by me ever so long. It came too late to be answered before the birth- 
day of which it told me. 

1 ' I will come and sit whenever and wherever and as long as you 
like. I have nothing whatever to do, and don't mean to have. I hope 
to be at National Gallery on Tuesday [erased], Wednesday [erased ; see 
end of note], and Thursday afternoons, two to four, not exactly working, 
but wondering. I entirely feel with you that there is no dodge in Titian. 
It is simply right doing with a care and dexterity alike unpractised among 
us nowadays. It is drawing with paint as tenderly as you do with chalk. 
... I suspect that Titian depended on states and times in coloring more 
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be vanquished ; you will feel progress every day, and be happy in it ; 
while when you try for everything, you never know what is stopping 
you. Again, the chalk drawing has materially damaged your perception 
of the subtlest qualities of local color. When a form is shown by a 
light of one color and a reflex of another, both equal in depth, if we are 
drawing in chalk we must exaggerate either one or the other, or the form 
must be invisible. The habit of exaggeration is fatal to the color vision; 
to conquer it you should paint the purest and subtlest colored objects on 
a small scale till you can realize them thoroughly. I say on a small 
scale; otherwise the eye does not come to feel the value of points of 
hue. This exercise, nearly the reverse of the modulation exercise, could 
not be healthily carried on together with it. And so on with others. 

' ' I write with an apparently presumptuous positiveness, but my own 
personal experience of every sort of feebleness is so great that I have a 
right to do so on points connected with it. 

" Sincere regard to all friends. 

" Ever affectionately yours, J. R." 

" Denmark Hill, S., 
" Wednesday, z^th July, 1866. 

" My dear Watts, — I heard to-day from Edward* that he thought 
you would like to come and see me — or me to come to you. 

' * You have not been here for ever so long. Can you come out any 
day to breakfast ? — and we'll have a nice talk — or would you rather I 
should come in the afternoon ? I rarely stir in the morning. I want to 
see you. I've been very ill and sad lately, or should have managed it. 

" Send me just a line to say what day you could come, or see me. 
" Ever affectionately yours, J. Ruskin. 

" G. Watts, Esq. 

" Ned says you have been doing beautiful things. And therefore I 
should like to come, as you won't exhibit and leave Maclise's ' Death of 
Nelson ' to edify the public of taste, but I think you would enjoy one 
picture here." 

And so, as one thinks of it all, of the people living round 
about us shaping their own and other people's lives, one 
admires and wonders at this unending variety of power and 

* Mr. E. Burne-Jones. 
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adopted that charming history of the King of the Golden 
River as a standard prize book. 

It is pretty to read of the way in which Ruskin adjusts 
the different offices of the husband and the wife. The 
woman's a guiding, not a determining function. The man 
is the doer, the creator ; the woman's power is for rule and 
not for battle. Her great function is praise; she enters into 
no contest, but adjudges the crown. 
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I am told by Mr. Allen that Mr. Ruskin thinks that the 
book which will stand the longest is the Crown of Wild 
Olive. Sesame and Lilies is, and most deservedly so, a favor- 
ite book with the public. Who can ever forget the closing 
passages, in which the poet, looking round about, seeing 
the need of the children even greater than that of their 
elders, bids women go forth into the garden and tend the 
flowerets lying broken, with their fresh leaves torn ; set 
them in order in their little beds, fence them from the fierce 
wind — " flowers with eyes like yours, with thoughts like 
yours." Was ever a lesson more tenderly given ? 

How true is this description of Holman Hunt : " To Ros- 
setti the Old and New Testaments were only the greatest 
poems he knew. But to Holman Hunt the story of the 
New Testament, when once his mind entirely fastened on 
it, became what it was to an old Puritan, . . . not merely a 
Reality, not merely the greatest of Realities, but the only 
Reality. ,, 

I have perhaps quoted too much already, but I cannot 
help giving a passage from the Stones of Venice, which is 
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breakers of the sea, and overhead a midsummer vault of 
blue, across which a hawk was darting in glorious serenity. 
One of Ruskin's books was lying open on the grass, and 
the very page seemed to slide forth to fill the air ; now and 
then a faint breeze would shake the leaves and the count- 
less points and blossoms upon the trees and hedges still in 
my Ruskin land round about ; while from time to time could 
be heard the distant echo of the Portsmouth guns saluting 
the Queen as she passed among her ships. 

Note. — This note is from the Pall Mall Gazette of March 28, 1887, 
and was compiled from information given by Mr. Allen, to show what 
the comparative sale of Mr. Ruskin's books had been for 1886 : 

Sesame and Lilies (small edition), 2122 ; Frondes Agrestes, 1273 ; Stones of Venice 
/large edition), 939 ; Unto this Last, 874 ; Ethics of the Dust, 808 ; Fors Clavigera 
(volumes of), 730; Seven Lamps of Architecture, 668; Modern Painters, Vol. II. (small 
edition), 652 ; Stones of Venice (small travellers' edition, in two vols.), each, 675 ; On 
the Old Road, 597 ; King of the Golden River, 388. 

Of the books issuing in parts, the following figures will be interesting : 
Praeterita (20 parts issued), 63,386; The Art of England (7 parts issued), 1929; 
Road-side Songs of Tuscany (10 parts issued), 1459; Proserpina, 921. 

The King of the Golden River^ it may be interesting to add, is largely 
bought by the London School Board for prizes. Mr. Ruskin's Letter 
to Young Girls has also a large sale, 264 packets (containing 3168 copies 
in all) having been sold during last year. 

With regard to the "Revised Series" of Mr. Ruskin's works, the 
following were the sales during 1886 : 

Sesame and Lilies, 272 ; Crown of Wild Olive, 188; Queen of the Air, 108 ; Eagle's 
Nest, 104 ; Two Paths, 96; Time and Tide, 89 ; Munera Pulveris, 73 ; * Val d'Arno, 54 ; 
*Aratra Pentelice, 53; A Joy Forever, 51 ; *Ariadne Floremtina, 40. 

This series, it should be stated, is a very expensive one, the ordinary 

Volumes costing 13s. each (unbound), the illustrated (marked above with 

an asterisk), 22s. 6d. The unillustrated volumes are, however, all in 

course of being issued in cheap form, similar to the small Sesame and 

lilies, of which over 2000 copies were sold last year. Prceterita is 

steadily increasing in popularity. Last year 3169 copies of each part 

vyere sold on an average. Mr. Allen is now printing for first edition 

5000 copies of each. 



ROBERT AND ELIZABETH BARRETT 

BROWNING 



"I do not know, and much wiser people than I do not know, 
what writings are inspired and which are not, hut I do know of 
those I have read which are classical belonging to the Eternal 
Senate?' 

Preface to the " Bibliotheca Pastorum," Ruskin. 



and pleasant retreat in those Champs-Elys6es to which so 
many people used to come at that time seeking well-earned 
repose from their labors by crossing the Channel instead of 
the Styx. I don't know whether Mr. and Miss Browning 
always lived in Paris ; they are certainly among the people 
I can longest recall there. But one day I found myself 
listening with some interest to a conversation which had 
been going on for some time between my grandparents and 
Miss Browning — a long matter-of-fact talk about houses, 
travellers, furnished apartments, sunshine, south aspects, 
etc., and on asking who were the travellers coming to 
inhabit the apartments, I was told that our Mr. Browning 
had a son who lived abroad, and who was expected shortly 
with his wife from Italy, and that the rooms were to be en- 
gaged for them ; and I was also told that they were very 
gifted and celebrated people ; and I further remember that 
very afternoon being taken over various vacant houses and 
lodgings by my grandmother. Mrs. Browning was an in- 
valid, my grandmother told me, who could not possibly live 
without light and warmth. So that by the time the travel- 
lers had really arrived, and were definitively installed, we 
were all greatly excited and interested in their whereabouts, 
and well convinced that wherever else the sun might or 
might not fall, it must shine upon them. In this homely 
fashion the shell of the future — the four walls of a friend- 
ship—began to exist before the friends themselves walked 
into it. We were taken to call very soon after they arrived. 
Mr. Browning was not there, but Mrs. Browning received us 
in a low room with Napoleonic chairs and tables, and a 
wood-fire burning on the hearth. 

I don't think any girl who had once experienced it could 
fail to respond to Mrs. Browning's motherly advance. There 
was something more than kindness in it ; there was an im- 
plied interest, equality, and understanding which is very 
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Greeks were her demi - gods ; she dreamed more of Aga- 
memnon than of Moses, her black pony." At the same 
small age she began to try her childish powers. When she 
was about eleven or twelve, her great epic of the battle of 
Marathon was written in four books, and her proud father 
had it printed. "Papa was bent upon spoiling me," she 
writes. Her cousin remembers a certain ode the little girl 
recited to her father on his birthday ; as he listened, shading 
his eyes, the young cousin was wondering why the tears 
came falling along his cheek. It seems right to add on this 
same authority that their common grandmother, who used 
to stay at the house, did not approve of these readings and 
writings, and said she had far rather see Elizabeth's hem- 
ming more carefully finished off than hear of all this Greek. 
Elizabeth was growing up meanwhile under happy influ- 
ences ; she had brothers and sisters in her home ; her life 
was not all study ; she had the best of company — that of 
happy children as well as of all natural things ; she loved 
her hills, her gardens, her woodland play-ground. As she 
grew older she used to drive a pony and go farther afield. 
There is a story still told of a little child, flying in terror along 
one of the steep Herefordshire lanes, perhaps frightened by 
a cow's horn beyond the hedge, who was overtaken by a 
young girl, with a pale, spiritual face and a profusion of 
dark curls, driving a pony-carriage, and suddenly caught up 
into safety and driven rapidly away. But, alas ! it was very 
early in her life that Elizabeth's happy drives and rides were 
discontinued, and the sad apprenticeship to suffering began. 
Was it Moses, the black pony, who was so nearly the cause 
of her death ? One day, when she was about fifteen, the 
young girl, impatient to get out, tried to saddle her pony in 
a field alone, and fell, with the saddle upon her, in some way 
injuring her spine so seriously that she lay for years upon 

her back. 
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I do better now than insert her answer here at length, for 
to cut out any word is to destroy the impression which it 
gives : 

"Afrit 30, 1891, Brighton. 

" The production of Browning's ' Strafford,' which you ask me about, 
occurred so early in my career that anything I could say about it would 
be, I fear, of little use to you. I was so young then, and just a mere 
novice in my art, so that my first feeling, when I heard the play read, 
was one of wonder that such a weighty character as Lucy, Countess of 
Carlisle, should be intrusted to my hands. I was told that Mr. Brown- 
ing had particularly wished me to undertake it. I naturally felt the 
compliment implied in the wish, but this only increased my surprise, 
which did not diminish as I advanced in the study of the character. 

" Lady Carlisle, as drawn by Mr. Browning, a woman versed in all 
the political struggles and intrigues of the times, did not move me. The 
only interest she awoke in me was due to her silent love for Strafford 
and devotion to his cause ; and I wondered why, depending so abso- 
lutely as he did upon her sympathy, her intelligence, her complete self- 
abnegation, he should only have, in the early part, a common expression 
of gratitude to give her in return. 

* ' This made the treatment of Lucy's character, as you will readily 
see, all the more difficult in the necessity it imposed upon me of letting 
her feeling be seen by the audience, without its being perceptible to 
Strafford. 

" Of course I did my best to carry out what I conceived was Mr. 
Browning's view ; and he, at all events, I had reason to know, was well 
satisfied with my efforts. I had met him at Mr. and Mrs. Macready's 
house previously, so that at the rehearsals we renewed our acquaintance. 

"I suppose he was nervous, for I remember Mr. Macready read the 
play to us in the greenroom. And how finely he read ! He made the 
smallest part distinct and prominent. He was accused of under-reading 
his own part. But I do not think this was so. 

"At the rehearsals, when Mr. Browning was introduced to those 
ladies and gentlemen whom he did not know, his demeanor was so kind, 
considerate, and courteous, so grateful for the attention shown to his 
wishes, that he won directly the warm interest of all engaged in the 
play. So it was that although many doubtful forecasts were made in 
the greenroom as to the ultimate attraction of a play so entirely turn- 
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ing on politics, yet all were determined to do their very best to insure 
its success. 

"In the play Lucy has only to meet Strafford, King Charles, and 
Henrietta. It seemed to me that Mr. Macready's Strafford was a fine 
performance. The character fitted in with his restless, nervous, change- 
able, impetuous, and emphatic style. He looked the very man as we 
knew him in Vandyck's famous picture. The royal personages were 
very feebly represented. I could not help feeling in the scenes with 
them that my earnestness was overdone, and that I had no business to 
appear to dominate and sway and direct opinions while they stood 
nerveless by. 

' * There were some fine moments in the play. The last scene must 
have been very exciting and touching. Lucy believes that by her means 
Strafford's escape is certain ; but when the water-gates open, with the 
boat ready to receive him, Pym steps out of it / . . . This effect was most 
powerful. 

*' It was a dreadful moment. My heart seemed to cease to beat. I 
sank on my knees, burying my head in my bosom, and stopping my ears 
with my hands while the death-bell tolled for Strafford. 

* 4 1 can remember nothing more than that I went home very sad ; 
for although the play was considered a success, yet, somehow, even my 
small experience seemed to tell me it would not be a very long life, and 
that perhaps kind Mr. Browning would think we had not done our best 
for him. 

44 The play was mounted in all matters with great care. Modern 
critics seem to have little knowledge of the infinite pains bestowed in 
all respects before their day upon the representation of historical and 
Shakespearian plays and noteworthy people in romance or history. 

* * I can see my gown now in Lucy Percy, made from a Vandyck 
picture, and remember the thought bestowed even upon the kind of fur 
with which the gown was trimmed. The same minute attention to 
accuracy of costume prevailed in all the characters produced. The 
scenery was alike accurate, if not so full of small details as at present. 
The human beings dominated all. " 

I need scarcely add that I have heard from others of Miss 
Helen Faucit's perfect rendering of the part of Lucy Car- 
lisle. Browning himself spoke of Miss Faucit's " playing 
as an actress, and her perfect behavior as a woman." 

* MS 
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My friend, Professor Knight, has kindly given me leave 
to quote from some of his interesting letters from Robert 
Browning. One most interesting record describes the poet's 
own first acquaintance with Mr. Kenyon. The letter is 
dated January the ioth, 1884, but the events related, of 
course, to some forty years before : 

"With respect to the information you desire about Mr. Kenyon, all 
that I do ' know of him — better than anybody/ perhaps — is his great 
goodness to myself. Singularly, little respecting his early life came to 
my knowledge. He was the cousin of Mr. Barrett ; second cousin, 
therefore, of my wife, to whom he was ever deeply attached. I first 
met him at a dinner of Sergeant Talfourd's, after which he drew his 
chair by mine and inquired whether my father had been his old school- 
fellow and friend at Cheshunt, adding that, in a poem just printed, he 
had been commemorating their play - ground tights, armed with sword 
and shield, as Achilles and Hector, some half-century before. On tell- 
ing this to my father at breakfast, next morning, he at once, with a pen- 
cil, sketched me the boy's handsome face, still distinguishable in the 
elderly gentleman's I had made acquaintance with. Mr. Kenyon at 
once renewed his own acquaintance with my father, and became my fast 
friend ; hence my introduction to Miss Barrett. 

" He was one of the best of human beings, with a general sympathy 
for excellence of every kind. He enjoyed the friendship of Words- 
worth, of Sbuthey, of Landor ; and, in later days, was intimate with 
most of my own contemporaries of eminence. I believe that he was 
born in the West Indies, whence his property was derived, as was that 
of Mr. Barrett, persistently styled a ' merchant ' by biographers who 
will not take the pains to do more than copy the blunders of their fore- 
runners in the business of article-mongery. He was twice married, bat 
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birds were silent, and though summer and singing-time were 
over. We drove along, my little son and I, towards Hope 
End, by a road descending gradually from the range of the 
Malvern Hills into the valley — it ran across commons 
sprinkled with geese and with lively donkeys, and skirted 
by the cottages still alight with sunflowers and nasturtium 
beds, for they were sheltered from the cold wind by the 
range of purple hills " looming a-row ; " then we dipped into 
lanes between high banks heaped with ferns and leaves of 
every shade of burnished gold and brown, fenced up by the 
twisting roots of the chestnuts and oak-trees ; and all along 
the way, as our old white horse jogged steadily on, we could 
see the briers and the blackberry sprays travelling too, ad- 
vancing from tree to tree and from hedge to hedge, flashing 
their long flaming brands and warning tokens of winter's 
approaching armies. The wind was cold and in the north, 
the sky overhead was broken and stormy. Sometimes we 
dived into sudden glooms among rocks overhung with ivy 
and thick brushwood; then we came out into the open 
again, and caught sight of vast skies dashed with strange 
lights, a wonderful cloud-capped country up above, where 
the storm-clouds reared their vast piles out of sapphire 
depths — 

... "a boundless depth 
Far sinking into splendor without end." 

Our adventures were not along the road, but chiefly over- 
head. My boy amused himself by counting the broken 
rainbows and the hail -storms falling in the distance; and 
then at last, just as we were getting cold and tired, we 
turned into the lodge gates of Hope End. 

I don't know how the park strikes other people ; to me, 
who paid this one short visit, it seemed a sort of enchanted 

garden revealed for an hour, and I almost expected that it 
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where a couple of water-fowl were flying into the sedges. 
But where was the wild swan's nest, and why was not the 
great god Pan there blowing upon his reed ? It all seemed 
so natural and so vivid that I should not have been startled 
to see him sitting quietly by the side of the river. 



The only memoranda I ever made of Mrs. Browning's 
talk was when I was quite a young girl keeping a diary, and 
I heard her saying that Tennyson's Maud was " splendid ;" 
and " that without illness she saw no reason why the mind 
should ever fail." The visitor to whom she expressed this 

* 

opinion seems to have come away with me complaining that 
the conversation had been too matter-of-fact, too much to 
the point; nothing romantic, nothing poetic, such as one 
might expect from a poet ! Another person also present 
had answered that was just the reason of Mrs. Browning's 
power — she kept her poetry for her poetry, and didn't scat- 
ter it about in conversation where it was not wanted ; and 
then follows a girlish note in the old diary : " I think Mrs. 
Browning is the greatest woman I ever saw in .all my life. 
She is very small, she is brown, with dark eyes and dead 
brown hair ; she has white teeth, and a low, curious voice ; 
she has a manner full of charm and kindness ; she rarely 
laughs, but is always cheerful and smiling ; her eyes are very 
bright. Her husband is not unlike her. He is short ; he is 
dark, with a frank, open countenance, long hair, streaked 
with gray; he opens his mouth wide when he speaks; he 
has white teeth ;" and there the diary wanders off. 

When I first remember Mr. Browning he was a compara- 

15a 



was a lively, excitable party, outstaying the usual hour of a 
visit ; questioning, puzzling, and discursive — a Browning 
society of the past — into the midst of which a door opens 
{and it is this fact which recalls it to my mind), and Mr. 
Browning himself walks in, and the burst of voices is sud- 
denly reduced to one single voice, that of the hostess, call- 
ing him to her side, and asking him to define his meaning. 
But he evaded the question, began to talk of something else 
— he never much cared to talk of his own poetry — and the 
Browning society dispersed. 

Mrs. Sartoris used to like to speak of a certain luncheon 
to which Mr. and Mrs. Browning once invited them when 
they were all staying in some country place in Italy, and 
which, so she always said, was one of the most delightful 
entertainments she could remember in all her life. One 
wonders whether the guests or the hosts contributed most. 
Each one has been happy and talked his or her best, and 
when the Sartorises got up reluctantly to go, saying, " How 
delightful it has been," Mr. Browning cried, " Come back 
to sup with us, do ;" and Mrs. Browning exclaimed, " Oh, 
Robert, how can you ask them ! There is no supper, noth- 
ing but the remains of the pie." And then, cries Robert 
Browning, " Well, come back and finish the pie." 

The Pall Mall Gazette of April 9, 189 1, contains an 
amusing account of a journey from London to Paris taken 
forty years ago by Mr. and Mrs. Browning. The compan- 
ion they carried with them writes of the expedition, dating 
from Chelsea, September 4, 1851 : 

* ' The day before yesterday, near midnight, I returned from a very 
short and very insignificant excursion to Paris, which, after a month at 
Malvern water-cure and then a ten days at Scotsbrig, concludes my 
travels for this year. Miserable puddle and tumult all my travels are ; 
of no use to me except to bring agitation, sleeplessness, sorrow, and dis- 
tress. Better not to travel at all unless when I am bound to do it. But 
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this tour to Paris was a promised one. I had engaged to meet the Ash- 
burtons (Lord and Lady) there, on their return from Switzerland and 
Hamburg, before either party left London. The time at last suited ; 
all was ready except will on my part ; so, after hesitation and painful 
indecision enough, I did resolve, packed my baggage again, and did the 
little tour I stood engaged for." 

The chronicle begins on Monday, September 21st, when 
" Brother John " and Carlyle go to Chorley to consult about 
passports, routes, and conditions. . . . 

14 At Chapman's shop I learned that Robert Browning (poet) and his 
wife were just about setting out for Paris. I walked to their place ; 
had, during that day and the following, consultations with these fellow- 
pilgrims, and decided to go with them via Dieppe on Thursday. . . . 

" Up, accordingly, on Thursday morning, in unutterable flurry and tu- 
mult — phenomena on the Thames all dream-like, one spectralism chasing 
another — to the station in good time ; found the Brownings just arriv- 
ing, which seemed a good omen. Browning with wife and child and 
maid, then an empty seat for cloaks and baskets ; lastly, at the opposite 
end from me, a hard-faced, honest Englishman or Scotchman all in gray 
with a gray cap, who looked rather ostrich-like, but proved very harm- 
less and quiet— this was the loading of our carriage ; and so away we 
went, Browning talking very loud and with vivacity, I silent rather, 
tending towards many thoughts. . . . 

" Our friends, especially our French friends, were full of bustle, full 
of noise, at starting ; but so soon as we had cleared the little channel of 
Newhaven, and got into the sea or British Channel, all this abated, 
sank into the general sordid torpor of sea-sickness, with its miserable 
noises — ' houhah, hoh !' — and hardly any other, amid the rattling of the 
wind and sea. A sorry phasis of humanity ! Browning was sick — lay 
in one of the bench tents horizontal, his wife below. I was not abso- 
lutely sick, but had to be quite quiet and without comfort, save in one 
cigar, for seven or eight hours of blustering, spraying, and occasional 
rain." 

And so with mention of prostration into doleful silence, 
of evanition into utter darkness, of the poor Frenchman who 

was so lively at starting, the story continues : 
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"At Dieppe, while the others were in the hotel having some very 
bad cold tea and colder coffee, Browning was passing our luggage, 
brought it all in safe about half-past ten o'clock, and we could address 
ourselves to repose. So ' to bed in my upper room, bemoaned by the sea 
and small incidental noises of the harbor. . . . Next morning Browning, 
as before, did everything. I sat out-of-doors on some logs at my ease, 
and smoked, looking at the population and their ways. Browning 
fought for us, and we — that is, the woman, the child, and I — had only 
to wait and be silent. ' ... At Paris the travellers came into a * crowding, 
jingling, vociferous tumult, in which the brave Browning fought for us, 
leaving me to sit beside the woman.'" 

Mr. Browning once told us a little anecdote of the Car- 
lyles at tea in Cheyne Row, and of Mrs. Carlyle pouring 
out the tea, while a brass kettle was boiling on the hob, and 
Mr. Browning, presently seeing that the kettle was needed 
and that Carlyle was not disposed to move, rose from his 
own chair, and filled the teapot for his hostess, and then 
stood by her tea-table still talking and absently holding the 
smoking kettle in his hand. 

"Can't you put it down?" said Mrs. Carlyle, suddenly; 
and Mr. Browning, confused and somewhat absent, imme- 
diately popped the kettle down upon the carpet, which was 
a new one. 

Mrs. Carlyle exclaimed in horror — I have no doubt she 
was half-laughing — " See how fine he has grown ! He does 
not any longer know what to do with the kettle." 

And, sure enough, when Mr. Browning penitently took it 
up again, a brown oval mark was to be seen clearly stamped 
and burned upon the new carpet. " You can imagine what 
I felt," said Mr. Browning. " Carlyle came to my rescue. 
* Ye should have been more explicit,' said he to his wife." 
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When my father went for the second time to America, 
in 1856, my sister and I remained behind, and for a couple 
of days we stayed on in our home before going to Paris. 
Those days of parting are always sad ones, and we were 
dismally moping about the house and preparing for our own 
journey when we were immensely cheered by a visitor. It 
was Mr. Browning, who came in to see us, and who brought 
us an affectionate little note from his wife. We were to 
go and spend the evening with them, the kind people 
said. They had Mr. Kenyon's brougham at their disposal, 
and it would come and fetch us and take us back at night, 
and so that first sad evening passed far more happily 
than we could ever have imagined possible. I remember 
feeling, as young people do, utterly, hopelessly miserable, 
and then suddenly very cheerful every now and then. I 
believe my father had planned it all with them before he 
went away. 

This was in the autumn of 1856, and Aurora Leigh was 
published in 1857. It was on the occasion of this journey 
home to England that the MS. of the poem was lost in a 
box at Marseilles. 

In this same box were also carefully put away certain vel- 
vet suits and lace collars, in which the little son was to 
make his appearance among his English relatives. Who 
shall blame Mrs. Browning if her taste in boy's costume 
was somewhat too fanciful and poetic for the days in which 

she lived ? At any rate, her chief concern was not for her 
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MSS., but for the loss of her little boy's wardrobe, which 
had been devised with so much motherly pride. 

Happily for the world at large, one of Mrs. Browning's 
brothers chanced to pass through Marseilles, and the box was 
discovered by him stowed away in a cellar at the customs. 

We must have met again in Paris later in this same year. 
The Brownings had an apartment near the Rond-Point, and 
we were living close by with our grandparents during my 
father's absence. We used frequently to go and see them, 
only to find again the same warm and tranquil atmosphere 
that we used to breathe at Rome — the sofa drawn out, the 
tiny lady in the corner, the sun dazzling in at the window. 
On one occasion Mr. Hamilton Aidd was paying a visit. He 
had been talking about books, and, half laughing, he turned 
to a young woman who had just come in, and asked her 
when her forthcoming work would be ready. Young persons 
are ashamed, and very properly so, of their early failures, of 
their pattes de tnouches and wild attempts at authorship, and 
this one was no exception to the common law, and answered 
" Never," somewhat too emphatically. And then it was that 
Mr. Browning spoke one of those chance sayings which make 
headings to the chapters of one's life. " All in good time," 
he said, and he went on to ask us all if we remembered the 
epitaph on the Roman lady who sat at home, who spun 
wool. " You must spin your wool some day," he said, 
kindly, to the would-be authoress ; " every woman has wool 
to spin of some sort or another ; isn't it so ?" he asked, and 
he turned to his wife. 

I went home feeling quite impressed by the little speech, 
it had been so gravely and kindly made. My blurred pages 
looked altogether different somehow. It was spinning wool 
— it was not wasting one's time, one's temper — it was some- 
thing more than spoiling paper and pens. And this much 
I may perhaps add for the comfort of the future race of 
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authoresses who are now twisting the cocoons from which 
the fluttering butterflies and Psyches yet to be will emerge 
some day upon their wings : never has anything given more 
trouble or seemed more painfully hopeless than those early 
incoherent pages, so full of meaning to one's self, so abso- 
lutely idiotic in expression. In later life the words come 
easily, only too readily ; but then it is the meaning which 
lags behind. 

It was in that same apartment that I remember hearing 
Mr. Browning say (across all these long years) : " It may 
seem to you strange that such a thing as poetry should be 
written with regularity at the same hour in every day. But, 
nevertheless, I do assure you it is a fact that my wife and I 
sit down every morning after breakfast to our separate work ; 
she writes in the drawing-room and I write in here," he said, 
opening a door into a little back empty room with a window 
over a court. And then he added, " I never read a word of 
hers until I see it all finished and ready for publication." 

Among the people that belong to these old Paris days, 
there is one friend of very early date v/hom we used to meet 
from time to time with Mr. and Miss Browning at the house 
of Mrs. Corkran and elsewhere ; this was Mr. Milsand, a 
man to whom every one turned with instinctive trust and 
sympathy, a slight body, a great and generous nature. Mr. 
Browning has described him in " Red Cotton Nightcap 
Country " — " a man of men " he calls him : 

"Talk to him for five minutes, 
Nonsense, sense, no matter what . . . 
There he stands, reads an English newspaper, 
Stock still, and now again upon the move 
Paces the beach, to taste the spring like you 
(Since both are human beings in God's eyes) ; 
That man will read you rightly head to foot." 
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A little further on follows a touching, outspoken expres- 
sion of true feeling: 

" He knows more and loves better than the world 
That never heard his name and never may . . . 
What hinders that my heart relieve itself : 
* O friend ! who makest warm my wintry world. 
And wise my heaven, if there we consort too.'" 

To Mr. Milsand, Browning has dedicated one of the later 
editions of " Sordello " and others of his poems. By the 
kindness of Madame Milsand I am able to give some pas- 
sages of Mr. Browning's correspondence with his friend. 
She has sent me the letters from her home at Dijon, and 
with the letters comes a little humorous sketch by the poet, 
of which a fac-simile is given here : 

" Florence, February 24, '58. 

" It is far too many weeks now, my dear Milsand, since we got your 
letter — and certainly it has never been out of sight any more than out 
of mind, for I put it over the fireplace where we both sit these long win- 
ter evenings, and often, indeed, a glance at it has brought you beside 
us again, as on those pleasant Paris evenings. We English have a su- 
perstition that when people talk of us our ears burn — have yours 
caused you any serious inconvenience that way ? You know we three 
have long since passed the stage in friendship when assurances are 
necessary to any one of us. For us two here, we gained nothing by 
our sojourn in Paris like the knowledge and love of you, and yet Paris 
gave us many valuable things. One day, in all probability, we shall 
come together again, and meantime the news of you, though never so 
slight, will be a delight to us, yet your letter has been all this time un- 
answered ; but one reason was that only in the last day or two have I 
been able to get the review with your article in ; it is here on the table 
at last. In what is it obscure ? Strong, condensed, and direct it is, 
and no doubt the common readers of easy writing feel oppressed by 
twenty pages of such masculine stuff. . . . My wife will write a few lines 
about ourselves ; she is suffering a little from the cold which has come 

late, nor very severely either, but enough to influence her more than 
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I could wish. We live wholly alone here ; I have not left the house 
one evening since our return. I am writing — a first step towards pop- 
ularity for me — lyrics with more music and painting than before, so as 
to get people to hear and see . . . something to follow if I can com- 
pass it. . . . 

*'I have a new acquaintance here, much to my taste — Tennyson's 
eldest brother, who has long been settled here, with many of his brothers 
qualities : a very earnest, simple, and truthful man, with many admirable 
talents and acquirements, the whole sicklied o'er by an inordinate dose of 
our English disease, shyness ; he sees next to no company, but comes 
here, and we walk together. ... I knew too little of Mr. Darley.* Will 
he keep the slender memory of me he may have, and do you, dear Mil- 
sand, ever know me for yours affectionately, R. B." 

In this same letter there is a paragraph which runs as 
follows : 

" Helen Faucit is going to produce an old play of mine, never acted, 
at the Haymarket, " Colombe's Birthday;" look out for it in April, keep- 
ing in mind the proverbial uncertainty of things theatrical. My main 
hope of its success lies in its being wholly an actor's and manager's 
speculation, not the writer's." 



VII 



It was in Florence Mrs. Browning wrote Casa Guidi Win- 
dows,^ containing the wonderful description of the proces- 
sion passing by, and that noble apostrophe to freedom be- 
ginning, " O ! magi from East and from the West." Aurora 
Leigh was also written here, which the author herself calls 
" the most mature of her works," the one into which her 

* The writer has left the little message to Mr. Darley, which commemorates anoth- 
er very early recollection : that of a gentle, handsome painter, whom she as a child re- 
members. His paintings made no particular impression upon us all, but his kind 
tranquillity of manner and courteous ways are not to be forgotten. 

t See Biographical Dictionary. 
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highest convictions have entered. The poem is full of 
beauty from the first page to the last, and beats time to a 
noble human heart. The opening scenes in Italy; the im- 
pression of light, of silence ; the beautiful Italian mother, 
the austere father, with his open books; the death of the 
mother, who lies laid out for burial in her red silk dress ; 
the epitaph " weep for an infant too young to weep much, 
when Death removed this mother;" Aurora's journey to 
her father's old home ; her lonely terror of England ; her 
slow yielding to its silent beauty; her friendship with her 
cousin, Romney Leigh; their saddening, widening knowl- 
edge of the burden and sorrow of life, and the way this 
knowledge influences both their fates — all is described with 
that irresistible fervor which is the translation of the es- 
sence of things into words. 

Mrs. Browning was a great writer; but I think she was 
even more a wife and a mother than a writer, and any ac- 
count of her would be incomplete which did not put these 
facts first and foremost in her history. 

The author of Aurora Leigh once added a characteristic 
page to one of her husband's letters to Leigh Hunt. She has 
been telling him of her little boy's illness. "You are aware 
that of that child I am more proud than twenty Auroras, 
even after Leigh Hunt has praised them. When he was 
ill he said to me, 'You pet, don't be unhappy about me; 
think it's only a boy in the street, and be a little sorry, but 
not unhappy.' Who could not be unhappy, I wonder ? . . . 
I never saw your book called The Religion of the Heart. I 
receive more dogmas, perhaps (my ' perhaps ' being in the 
dark, rather), than you do." 

She says in conclusion, " Churches do all of them, as at 
present constituted, seem too narrow and low to hold true 
Christianity in its proximate development — I, at least, can- 
not help believing them so." 
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She seemed, even in her life, something of a spirit, as her 
friend has said, and her view of life's sorrow and shame, of 
its beauty and eternal hope, is not unlike that which one 
might imagine a spirit's to be. She died at Florence in 
1 86 1. It is impossible to read without emotion the account 
of her last hours — given in Robert Brownings Life — of her 
tender, nay, playful courage and sweetness, of his passion 
of grief. 

A tablet has been placed on Casa Guidi, voted by the 
municipality of Florence, and written by Tommaseo : 

•* Here wrote and died Elizabeth Barrett Browning, whose woman's 
heart combined the wisdom of a wise man with the genius of a poet, and 
whose poems form a golden ring which joins Italy to England. The 
town of Florence, ever grateful to her, has placed this epitaph to her 
memory." 

There was a woman living in Florence, an old friend — 
clever, warm-hearted Miss Isa Blagden, herself a writer — 
who went to Mr. Browning and his little boy in their terrible 
desolation, and who did what little a friend could do to 
help them. Day after day, and for two or three nights, she 
watched by the stricken pair until she was relieved ; then the 
father and the little son came back to England. They set- 
tled near Miss Barrett, Mrs. Browning's sister, who was liv- 
ing in Delamere Terrace, and upon her own father's death 
Miss Browning came to be friend, comforter, home-maker, 
for her brother. 

I can remember walking with my father under the trees 
of Kensington Gardens, when we met Mr. Browning just 
after his return to England. He was coming towards us 
along the broad walk in his blackness through the sunshine. 
We were then living in Palace Green, close by, and he came 
to see us very soon after. But he was in a jarred and 
troubled state, and not himself as yet, although I remember 
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his speaking of the house he had just taken for himself and 
his boy. This was only a short time before my fathers 
death. In 1864 my sister and I left our home and went 
abroad, nor did we all meet again for a long time. 

It was a mere chance, so Mr. Browning once said, whether 
he should live in this London house that he had taken, and 
join in social life, or go away to some quiet retreat, and be 
seen no more ; but for great poets, as for small ones, events 
shape themselves by degrees, and after the first hard years 
of his return, a new and gentler day began to dawn for him. 
Miss Browning came to them, new interests arose, acquaint- 
ances ripened to friends (this blessed human fruit takes 
time to mature), his work and his influence spread. 

He published some of his finest work about this time. 
Dramatis Persona, a great part of which had been written 
before, came out in 1864; then followed the Ring and the 
Book, published by his good friend, and ours, Mr. George 
Murray Smith, and Balaustion, that exquisite poem, in 187 1. 
Recognition, popularity, honorary degrees, all the tokens of 
appreciation, which should have come sooner, now began 
to crowd in upon "our great commoner," as some one 
called Mr. Browning when Lord Tennyson accepted his 
peerage — Lord Rectorships and Fellowships and dignities 
of every sort came in due course. He went his own way 
through it all, cordially accepted the recognition, but chiefly 
avoided the dignities, and kept his two lives distinct. He 
had his public life and his own private life, with its natural 
interests and outcoming friendships, and constant alternate 
pulse of work and play. 

Browning has been described as looking something like 
a hale naval officer; but in later life, when his hair turned 
snowy white, he seemed to me more like some sage of by- 
gone ages. There was a statue in the Capitol of Rome to 

which Mrs. Sartoris always likened him. I cannot imagine 
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that any draped and filleted sage could ever have been so 
delightful a companion, so racy, so unselfishly interested in 
the events of the hour as he. " He was not only ready for 
talk, but fond of it," said the writer of an admirable article 
in the Standard* "He was absolutely unaffected in his 
choice of topics : anything but the cant of literary circles 
pleased him. If only we knew a tithe of what he knew, 
and of what, unluckily, he gives us credit for knowing, many 
a hint that serves only to obscure the sense would be clear 
enough." 

Among Browning's many gifts, that of delightful story- 
telling is certainly one which should not be passed over. 
His memory was very remarkable for certain things ; gen- 
eral facts, odds and ends of rhyme and doggerel, bits of 
recondite knowledge came back to him spontaneously and 
with vivacity. This is all to be noticed in his books, which 
treat of so many quaint facts and theories. His stories 
were specially delightful, because they were told so appo- 

* To quote the many voices as they speak of him is to quote the voices of a whole 
host of friends and followers in the spirit or the letter. Guided by Mr Furnival I have 
read a cycle of commentaries, among which I should like to mention two articles in the 
Jewish Quarterly Review, which seem to me specially interesting. " Browning is a 
poet for the old as well as for the young. Some poets write of summer, others of 
spring. Browning belongs even more to wintry times, or to the early silent months 
which precede the spring. The branches of the trees may be dry and frozen, but in 
them lies the sap of hope and life, the frost-bound earth contains the harvests of the 
year, its joys and fragrance and sweetness to be. Who more than Browning has ever 
made us realize that life which exists alongside with death, that truth and law which 
underlies confusion. ' I press God's lamp close to my breast, its splendor soon or late 
will pierce the gloom."' Sir James Fitz James Stephen, in his " Essay on Hooker," 
quotes a passage which might almost serve for a motto to some of Browning's finest 
work. " In all created and imperfect beings there is an appetite and desire whereby 
they incline to something which they may be, which as yet they are not in act. 

" ' So in man's life arise 
August anticipations, symbols, types 
Of a dim splendor ever on before. 
In that eternal circle life pursues.'" — Paracelsus. 

And again, " That which doth assign to each thing the kind, that which doth moderate 
the force and power, that which doth appoint the form and measure of working, the 
same we term a law." Again hear Paracelsus : 

" But thou shalt painfully attain to ioy 
While hope and fear and love shall keep thee man." 
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sitely, and were so simple and complete in themselves. A 
doggerel always had a curious fascination for him, and he 
preferred to quote the very worst poetry in his talks. On 
one occasion we were dining at Mr. and Mrs. Lehmann's 
house in Half- moon Street; it was a cottage of delight 
rather than a palace, and the guests were somewhat crowd- 
ed. Millais, turning round, happened to brush off the head 
of a flower that Browning wore in his button-hole. Concern- 
ing the said flower, the poet immediately remembered a story 
of a city clerk who had considered himself inspired, and had 
some of his verses printed. One poem began something 
like this : 

' ' I love the gentle primrose 
That grows beside the rill ; 
I love the water-lily, 
Narcissus, and jonquil." 

This last word was by mistake printed " John Quill," which 
seemed so appropriate a name, and the clerk got so much 
chaffed about it, that his poetical inspirations were nipped 
in the bud, and he printed no more poems. 

Another reminiscence which my friend Mrs. C also 

recalls is in a sadder strain. It was a description of some- 
thing Mr. Browning once saw in Italy. It happened at 
Arezzo, where he had turned by chance into an old church 
among the many old churches there, that he saw a crowd of 
people at the end of an aisle, and found they were looking 
at the skeleton of a man just discovered by some workmen 
who were breaking away a portion of the wall opposite the 
high altar. The flesh was like brown leather, but the feat- 
ures were distinguishable. Mr. Browning made inquiries 
as to who it was. He could hear of no tradition even of a 
man being walled up. The priests thought it must have 

been done three or four hundred years ago. A hole had 
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been left above his head to enable him to breathe. Mr. 
Browning said the dead man was standing with his hands 
crossed upon his breast ; on the face was a look of expecta- 
tion, an expression of hoping against hope. The man 
looked up, knowing help could only come from above, and 

must have died still hoping. Mrs. C said to Mr. 

Browning she wondered he had not written a poem about 
it. He replied he had done so, and had given it away. 

I often find myself going back to Darwin's saying about 
the duration of a man's friendships being one of the best 
measures of his worth, and Browning's friendships are very 
characteristic and convincing. He specially loved Land or, 
to whom he and his wife were Good Samaritans indeed. 
For the Tennysons his was also a real and warm affection. 
Was there ever a happier, truer dedication than that of his 
collected selections ? — 

"TO ALFRED TENNYSON: 

" In poetry illustrious and consummate. In friendship noble and 
sincere !" 

How enduring was his friendship for Mr. Procter, and how 
often has his faithful coming cheered the dear and kind 
old man ! Of his feeling for Mr. Milsand I have already 
spoken. Among the women who were Mr. Browning's real 
and confidential friends there is the same feeling of trust 
and dependence. »7<> 
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Besides actual personal feelings, there are also the Affini- 
ties of a life to be taken into account. The following pas- 
sages, which I owe to Professor Knight's kindness, are very 
remarkable, for they show what Browning's estimation was 
of Wordsworth, and although they were not written till much 
later, I give them here. Indeed, the point of meeting of 
these two beneficent poet streams is one full of interest to 
those upon the shore. The first paragraph of the first letter 
relates to some new honors and dignities gratefully and 
firmly declined : 

" March zut, '83. 

" I do feel increasingly (cowardly as seems the avowal) the need of 
keeping the quiet corner in the world's van which I have got used to for 
so many years. 

" I will, as you desire, attempt to pick out the twenty poems which 
strike me (and so as to take away my breath) as those worthiest of the 
master Wordsworth. 

"Speaking of a classification of Wordsworth's poems, in my heart 
I fear I should do it almost chronologically, so immeasurably superior 
seem to me the first sprightly runnings ; your selection would appear 
to be excellent, and the partial admittance of the latter work prevents 
one from observing the too definitely distinguishing black line between 
supremely good and — well ! what is fairly tolerable from Wordsworth 
always understand." 

At the end of the letters addressed to Professor Knight 

there is this touching postscript : 
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' ' I open the envelope to say — what I had nearly omitted — that Ld. 
Coleridge proposed, and my humble self — at his desire — seconded you, 
last evening, for admission to the Athenaeum. I had the less scruple 
in offering my services that you will most likely never see in the offer 
anything but a record of my respect and regard, since your election 
will come on when I shall be— -dare I hope ? — ' elect ' in even a higher 
society !" 

Here is another letter also relating to Wordsworth : 

" 19 Warwick Crescent, W., 
February 24, '86. 

•' My dear Professor, — I have kept you waiting this long while— 
and for how shabby a result ! You must listen indulgently while I at- 
tempt to explain why I am forced to disappoint you. One remembers 
few more commonplace admonitions to a poet than that ' he would 
wiselier have written but a quarter of the works which he has labored 
at for a lifetime,' unless it be this other, often coupled with it, ' that 
such works ought to be addressed to the general apprehension, not ex- 
clusively suited to the requirements of a (probably quite imaginary) few.' 
Each precept contradicts the other. Write, on set purpose, for the many, 
and you will soon enough be reminded of the old ' Tot homines ;' and 
write as conscientiously for the few — your idealized * Double ' (it comes 
to that) — and you may soon suit him with the extremely little that suits 
yourself. Now in view of which of these objects should the maker of a 
selection of the works of any poet worth the pains begin his employment ? 

* ' I have myself attempted the business, and know something of the 
achievements in this kind of my betters. They furnish a list of the 
pieces which the selector has found most delight in. And I have found 
also, that others, playing the selector with apparently as good a right 
and reason, were dissatisfied with this unaccountable addition, and that 
as inexplicable omission ; in short, that the sole selector was not himself. 
The only case in which no such stumbling-block occurs being that obvi- 
ous one — if it has ever occurred — when a public, wholly unacquainted 
with an author, is presumed to be accessible to a specimen of his alto- 
gether untried productions — for, by chance, the sample of the poetry of 
Brown and Jones may pierce the ignorance of somebody — say of Rob- 
inson. It is quite another matter of interest to know what Matthew 
Arnold thinks most worthy in Wordsworth. But should anybody have 
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curiosity to inquire which ' fifteen or twenty ' of his poems have most 
thoroughly impressed such a one as myself, all I can affirm is that I 
treasure as precious every poem written during about the first twenty 
years of the poet's life ; after these, the solution grows weaker, the crys- 
tals gleam more rarely, and the assiduous stirring up of the mixture is 
too apparent and obtrusive. To the end crystals are to be come at ; 
but my own experience resembles that of the old man in the admirable 
' Resolution and Independence :' 

" ' Once I could meet with them on every side, 
But they have dwindled long by slow decay, 
Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may ' 

— that is, in the poet's whole work, which I should leave to operate in 
the world as it may, each recipient his own selector. 

1 ' I only find room to say that I was delighted to make acquaintance 
with your daughter, and that should she feel any desire to make that of 
my sister, we shall welcome her gladly. 

" Believe me, my dear Professor, 

11 Yours most truly, 

44 Robert Browning." 



IX 



We were all living in " sea-coast-nook-full" Normandy 
one year, scattered into various chateaus and shops and tene- 
ments. Some of our party were installed in a clematis- 
wreathed mansion near the church -tower; others were at 
the milk -woman's on the road to the sea. Most of the 
lively population of the little watering-place was stowed 
away in chalets of which the fronts seemed wide open to the 
road from morning to night; numbers of people content- 
edly spent whole days in tents on the sea-shore. It was a 
fine hot summer, with sweetness and completeness every- 
where ; the cornfields gilt and far - stretching, the waters 
blue, the skies arching high and clear, and the sunsets sue- 
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ceeding each other, in most glorious light and beauty. Mr. 
Milsand had a little country lodge at St. Aubin, near Luc- 
sur-Mer, and I wrote to him from the shady court-yard of 
our chateau, and begged him to come over and see us ; and 
when he came he told us Mr. and Miss Browning were 
also living close by. We were walking along the dusty road 
and passing the old square tower when he suddenly stood 
still, and, fixing his earnest look upon me, said : 

" Tell me, why is there some reserve ; is anything wrong 
between you and Robert Browning? I see you are re- 
served ; I see he is also constrained ; what is it ?" 

To which I replied, honestly enough, that I did not know 
what it was; there was some constraint between me and 
my old friend. I imagined that some one had made mis- 
chief ; I could see plainly enough when we met that he was 
changed and vexed and hurt, but I could not tell why, and 
it certainly made me very unhappy. " But this must not be," 
said Milsand ; " this must be cleared." I said it was hope- 
less ; it had lasted for months, and in those days I was still 
young enough to imagine that a mood was eternal; that 
coldness could never change. Now I find it almost impos- 
sible to give that consideration to a quarrel which is inva- 
riably claimed under such circumstances. 

I happened to be alone next day; the cousins and the 
children who were with me had gone down to the s^a. I 

was keeping house in the blazing heat with F (the 

family despot, the late nurse and present house-keeper of 
the party). The shutters were closed against the blinding 
light ; I was writing in my bedroom, with a pleasant sense 
of temporary solitude and silence, when I chanced to go 
to the window, and looked into the old walled court. I saw 
the great gates open a little way, and a man's broad-shoul- 
dered figure coming through them, and then advance, strid- 
ing across the stones, towards the house. It was Mr. 
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Browning,* dressed all in white, with a big white umbrella 
under his arm. It was the poet himself, and over and 
beyond this, it was my kind, old friend returned, all reserve 
and coldness gone, never to trouble or perplex again. We 
had no explanations. 

" Don't ask," he said ; " the facts are not worth remem- 
bering or inquiring into; people make mischief without 
even meaning it. It is all over now. I have come to ask 
when you will come to St Aubin ; my sister is away for a 
few days, but the Milsands are counting on you." 

We started almost the next day in a rattle-trap chaise, 
with an escort of donkeys ridden by nephews and nieces, 
along the glaring sandy road to Luc. The plains were 
burning hot and the sea seemed on fire, but the children 
and donkeys kept up valiantly. At last we reached a little 
village on the outer edges of Luc-sur-Mer, and in the street 
stood Monsieur Milsand, in front of a tiny house. How 
kind was his greeting ! How cordial was that of his wife 
and daughter, coming to the door to make us welcome ! 
Mr. Browning was also waiting in the diminutive sitting- 
room, where I remember a glimpse of big books and com- 
fortable seats and tables. The feast itself was spread out- 
of-doors on the terrace at the back, with a shady view of 
the sea between lilac-bushes ; the low table was laid with 
dainties, glasses, and quaint decanters. Mr. Milsand was 
the owner of vineyards in the South, and abstemious though 
he was himself, he gave his triends the best of good wine, 
as well as of words and welcome. From this by-gone and 
happy feast two dishes are still present to my mind: a cer- 
tain capon and a huge fish, lying in a country platter, curled 
on a bed of fennel, surrounded by a wreath of marigolds, 
and in its mouth a bunch of flowers. The host helped us 
each in turn ; the Normandy maid appeared and disappeared 
with her gleaming gold ear-rings ; then came a pause, dur- 

'75 



ing which Madame Milsand rose quietly, and went into the 
house. The gentlemen were talking pleasantly, and the 
ladies listening agreeably (there are many local politics to 
be discussed on the Normandy coast). But somehow, after 
a time, the voices ceased, and in the silence we heard the 
strains of distant martial music. Mr. Milsand looked in- 
quiringly at his daughter. 

" It is the regiment marching by," said Mile. Milsand. 

"But where is my wife?" said Monsieur Milsand. "She 
cannot have gone to the review." 

Still the music sounded ; still we waited. Then to us re- 
turned our handsome, dignified hostess. " She had not been 
to the review," she said, laughing and apologizing; "but, 
ladies and gentlemen," she added, " you must please con- 
tent yourselves with your fricandeau, for, alas 1 there is no 
news of my larded capon. It went to the pastry-cook's to 
be roasted ; I have just sent the maid to inquire ; it was 
despatched, ready for the table, half an hour ago, on a tray 
carried by the pastry-cook's boy. It is feared that it is 
running after the soldiers. I am in despair at your meagre 
luncheon." 

But I need not say we were in a land flowing with milk 
and honey. As we feasted on, as the last biscuit was crum- 
bled, the last fragrant cup of coffee handed round, once 
more came the Normandy ear-rings. 

" Shall I serve the capon, madame ? Pierre has just re- 
turned from the review." 

But we all cried out that we must come back another day 
to eat the capon. The sun was getting low. If we carried 
out our intention of walking to St. Aubin and seeing Mr. 
Browning's cottage, we must start forthwith. 

The path ran along the high cliff. Mr. Browning went 

before us, leading the way to "mine own hired house." 

Once more the whole scene comes before me : the sea- 
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coast far below our feet, the arid vegetation of the sandy 
way, the rank, yellow snap-dragons lining the paths. There 
was not much other color ; the tones were delicate, half 
airy, half solid; the sea was in a vast circle around us; 
the waves were flowing into the scooped sandy bay of Luc- 
sur-Mer ; the rocks of the Calvados were hidden behind the 
jutting promontories ; here and there a rare poppy, like a 
godsend, shone up by chance. It took us half an hour's 
quick walk to reach the two little straight sentry-boxes 
standing on the cliffs against the sky, to which Mr. Brown- 
ing pointed. He himself has described this habitation in 
" Red Cotton Nightcap Country :" 

" That just behind you is mine own hired house, 
With right of pathway through the field in front. 
No prejudice to all its growth unsheath'd 
Of emerald Luzern bursting into blue. . . . 
Be sure I keep the path that hugs the wall 
Of mornings, as I pad from door to gate ! 
Yon yellow — what if not wild-mustard flower? 
Of that my naked sole makes lawful prize, 
Bruising the acrid aromatics out . . . 
And lo, the wave protrudes a lip at last, 
And flecks my foot with froth, nor tempts in vain." 

We entered the Brownings' house. The sitting-room 
door opened to the garden and the sea beyond — a fresh- 
swept bare floor, a table, three straw chairs, one book upon 
the table. Mr. Browning told us it was the only book he 
had with him. The bedrooms were as bare as the sitting- 
room, but I remember a little dumb piano standing in a 
corner, on which he used to practise in the early morning. 
I heard Mr. Browning declaring they were perfectly satisfied 
with their little house. That his brains, squeezed as dry as 
a sponge, were only ready for fresh air. 

But has not Browning himself best summed up the con- 
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trast between the meek, hitherto un-Murrayed bathing-place 
and London, where 

"My toe trespassed upon your flounce, 
Small blame unto you, seeing the staircase party in the square 
Was small and early, and you broke no rib." 



X 



This visit to St. Aubin was followed by the publication 
of " Red Cotton Nightcap Country," from which I have been 
quoting, and on this occasion I must break my rule, and 
trench upon the ground traversed by Mrs. Orr. I cannot 
give myself greater pleasure than by inserting the following 
passage from the Life: 

'* The August of 1872 and of 1873 again found him and his sister at 
St. Aubin, and the earlier visit was an important one, since it supplied 
him with the materials of his next work, of which Miss Annie Thack- 
eray, there also for a few days, suggested the title. The tragic drama 
which forms the subject of Mr. Browning's poem had been in great part 
nacted in the vicinity of St. Aubin, and the case of disputed inheritance 
to which it had given rise was pending at that moment in the tribunals 
of Caen. The prevailing impression left on Miss Thackeray's mind by 
this primitive district was, she declared, that of white cotton nightcaps 
(the habitual head-gear of the Normandy peasants). She engaged to 
write a story called 'White Cotton Nightcap Country,' and Mr. Brown- 
ing's quick sense of both contrast and analogy inspired the introduction 
of this element of repose into his own picture of that peaceful, prosaic 
existence, and of the ghostly, spiritual conflict to which it had served as 
background." 

And perhaps the writer may be excused for adding a 

letter which concerns the dedication of " Red Cotton Night- 
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cap Country" — a very unexpected and delightful conse- 
quence of our friendly meeting : 

•' May 9, 1873. 

41 Dear Miss Thackeray, — Indeed the only sort of pain that any 
sort of criticism could give me would be by the reflection of any particle 
of pain it managed to give you: I dare say that, by long use, I don't 
feel or attempt to feel criticisms of this kind, as most people might. 
Remember that everybody this thirty years has given me his kick and 
gone his way, just as I am told the understood duty of all highway trav- 
ellers in Spain is to bestow at least one friendly thump for the Mayoral's 
sake on his horses as they toil along up-hill, 'so utterly a puzzle,' 'or- 
gan-grinding,' and so forth, come and go again without much notice ; but 
any poke at me which would touch you, would vex me indeed ; there- 
fore pray don't let my critics into that secret ! Indeed, / thought the 
article highly complimentary, which comes of being in the category cel- 
ebrated by Butler : 

" ' Some have been kicked till they know [not] whether 
The shoe be Spanish or neat's leather.' 

' ' You see the little patch of velvet in the toe-piece of this slipper 
seemed to tickle by comparison. Ever yours affectionately, 

"Robert Browning." 

But, whatever the past may have contained, Mr. Browning 
had little to complain of in his future critics. This is not 
an un appreciative age ; the only fault to be found with it is 
that there are too many mouths using the same words over 
and over again, until the expressions seem to lose their 
senses and fly about almost giddily and at hap-hazard. The 
extraordinary publicity in which our bodies live seems to 
frighten away our souls at times; we are apt to stick to 
generalities, or to well -hackneyed adjectives which have 
ceased to have much meaning or responsibility; or if we 
try to describe our own feelings, it is in terms which some- 
times grow more and more emphatic as they are less and 

less to the point. When we come to say what is our simple 
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and genuine conviction, the effort is almost beyond us. We 
remember so many clever confusing things that other people 
have said. The truth is too like Cordelia's. To say that you 
have loved a man or a woman, that you admire them and 
delight in their work, does not any longer mean to you or 
to others what it means in fact.. It seems almost a test of 
Mr. Browning's true greatness that the love and the trust in 
his genius have survived the things which have been said 
about it. 
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Not the least interesting part of the Milsand correspond- 
ence relates to the MSS. which the cultivated Frenchman 
now regularly revised for his English friend before they 
were sent to the printer. Here is a letter to Mr. Milsand, 
dated May, 1872: "Whenever you get the whole series," 
Browning says, " you will see what I fail to make you un- 
derstand, how inestimable your assistance has been ; there is 
not one point to which you called attention which I was not 
thereby enabled to improve, in some cases essentially ben- 
efit ; the punctuation was nearly as useful as the other ap- 
parently more important assistance. The fact is that in the 
case of a writer with my peculiarities and habits, somebody 
quite ignorant of what I may have meant to write, and only 
occupied with what is really written, is needed to supervise 
the thing produced, and I never hoped or dreamed that I 
should find such intelligence as yours at my service. I 
won't attempt to thank you, dearest friend, but simply in 
my own interest do not you undervalue your service to me, 
because in logical consequence the next step ought to be 
that you abate it or withdraw it." In another letter, dated 
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i875> Mr. Browning writes again about punctuation. " Your 
way of punctuation (French way) is different from ours — I 
don't know why ; we use -:-where you prefer -;- but I have 
Frenchified myself in this respect for your sake." " I know 
how I trouble all but your goodness," he repeats to his 
friend. Is it not a pleasure to think of the records in the 
old carved house at Dijon ; of the good service rendered, 
and so generously acknowledged ? 

Here is one more extract from the Dijon correspondence, 
dated April 7, 1878 : "lam glad you like the poems. The 
measures were hitherto unused by me. That of the first 
poems is 



and the caesura falls just as you say, and should, as a rule, 
be strictly observed, but to prevent monotony, I occasion- 
ally break it." This letter concludes by an allusion to a 
French friend who is learning English, and speaking of the 
difficulties of a foreign tongue, Mr. Browning says: "The 
thoughts outstrip and leave behind the words ; in the slow- 
er process of writing, the thought is compelled to wait, and 
get itself suited in a phrase." " Now for yourself," he con- 
cludes, " I enjoy altogether your enjoyment of Bebe', and 
wish that grand'mere may be tyrannized over more and 
more Turkishly. It is the good time. Give my true love 
to whoever will take it of your joyous party. Sarianna 
writes often, I know. We hail the announcement of your 
speedy arrival as ever." 

The house by the water-side, in Warwick Crescent, which 
Browning hastily took, and in which he lived for so many 
years after his return to England, was a very charming cor- 
ner, I used to think. It was London, but London touched 

by some indefinite romance : the canal used to look cool 
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and deep, the green trees used to shade the crescent; it 
seemed a peaceful oasis after crossing that dreary ^Eolia of 
Paddington, with its many despairing shrieks and whirling 
eddies. The house was an ordinary London house, but the 
carved oak furniture and tapestries gave dignity to the long 
drawing-rooms, and pictures and books lined the stairs. 
In the garden at the back dwelt, at the time of which I am 
writing, two weird gray geese, with quivering silver wings 
and long throats, who used to come to meet their master 
hissing and fluttering. When I said I liked the place, he 
told us of some visitor from abroad, who had lately come to 
see him, who also liked Warwick Crescent, and who, look- 
ing up and down the long row of houses and porticos in 
front of the canal, said, " Why, this is a mansion, sir ; do 
you inhabit the whole of this great building, and do you al- 
low the public to sail upon the water ?" 

As we sat at luncheon I looked up and down the room, 
with its comfortable lining of books, and also I could not 
help noticing the chimney- board heaped with invitations. 
I never saw so many cards in my life before. Lothair him- 
self might have wondered at them. 

Mr. Browning talked on, not of the present London, but 
of 'Italy and vilkggiatura, with his friends, the Storys ; of 
Siena days and of Walter Savage Landor. He told us the 
piteous story of the old man wandering forlorn down the 
street in the sunshine without a hole to hide his head. 
He kindled at the remembrance of the old poet, of whom 
he said his was the most remarkable personality he had 
ever known ; and then, getting up abruptly from the table, 
he reached down some of Landor's many books from the 
shelves near the fireplace, declaring he knew no finer reading. 

He read us some extracts from the " Conversations with 
the Dead," quickly turning over the leaves, seeking for his 
favorite passages. 
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There is a little anecdote which I think he also told us on 
this occasion. It concerned a ring which he used to wear, 
and which had belonged to his wife. One day in the 
Strand he discovered that the intaglio from the setting was 
missing. People were crowding in and out, there seemed 
no chance of recovering; but all the same he retraced his 
steps, and lo ! in the centre of the crossing, there lay the 
jewel on a stone, shining in the sun. He had lost the ring 
on a previous occasion in Florence and found it there by 
another happy chance. 
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It was not until 1887 that Mr. Browning moved to De 
Vere Gardens, where I saw him almost for the last time. 
I remember calling there at an early hour with my children. 
The servant hesitated about letting us in. Kind Miss 
Browning came out to speak to us, and would not hear of 
us going away. 

" Wait a few minutes. I know he will see you," she said. 
" Come in. Not into the dining-room ; there are some ladies 
waiting there ; and there are some members of the Brown- 
ing Society in the drawing-room. Robert is in the study, 
with some Americans who have come by appointment. 
Here is my sitting-room," she said; "he will come to you 
directly." 

We had not waited five minutes, when the door opened 
wide, and Mr. Browning came in. Alas ! it was no longer 
the stalwart visitor from St. Aubin. He seemed tired, hur- 
ried, though not less outcoming and cordial, in his silver age. 

" Well, what can I do for you ?" he said, dropping into a 

chair, and holding out both his hands. 
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I told him it was a family festival, and that I had "brought 
the children to ask for his blessing." 

" Is that all ?" he said, laughing, with a kind look, not 
without some relief. He also hospitably detained us, and 
when his American visitors were gone, took us in turn up 
into his study, where the carved writing-tables were covered 
with letters — a milky way of letters, it seemed to me, flow- 
ing in from every direction. 

" What ! all this to answer ?" I exclaimed. 

" You can have no conception what it is," he replied. " I 
am quite worn out with writing letters by the time I begin 
my day's work." 

But his day's work was ending here. In the autumn of 
the year 1889 he went to Italy, and from Asolo wrote a 
happy and delightful letter to his brother-in-law, Mr. George 
Barrett, describing the "ancient city older than Rome," 
the immense indescribable charm of the surrounding coun- 
try — the Alps on one side, the Asolan Mountains all round, 
and opposite the vast Lombard Plains. ..." We think of 
leaving in a week or two," so he says, for Venice — guests 
of Pen and his wife. He writes of his children, and of his 
and his sister's happiness in their beautiful home, and also 
of the new edition of the works of " E. B. B." He seemed 
well when he first reached Venice, but it was winter even 
in Venice, Mrs. Orr says, and taking his usual walk on the 
Lido he caught cold. Attacks of faintness set in, and two 
hours before midnight on Thursday, December 12th, he 
breathed his last, closing his eyes in his son's beautiful home 
at Venice among those he loved best. His son, his sister, 
his daughter-in-law, were round about his bed tending and 
watching to the last. When all was over, they brought him 
home to England to rest. 

When Spenser died in the street in Westminster, in which 
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he dwelt after his home in Ireland was burned and his child 
was killed by the rebels, it is said, that after lingering in this 
world in poverty and neglect, he was carried to the grave in 
state, and that his sorrowing brother-poets came and stood 
round about his grave, and each in turn flung in an ode to 
his memory, together with the pen with which it had been 
written. The present Dean of Westminster, quoting this 
story, added that probably Shakespeare had stood by the 
grave with the rest of them, and that Shakespeare's own 
pen might still be lying in dust in the vaults of the old ab- 
bey. There is something in the story very striking to the 
imagination. One pictures to one's self the gathering of 
those noble dignified men of the Elizabethan age, whose 
thoughts were at once so strong and so gentle, so fierce and 
so tender, whose dress was so elaborate and stately. Per- 
haps in years to come people may imagine to themselves 
the men who stood only the other day round Robert Brown- 
ing's grave, the friends who loved him, the writers who have 
written their last tribute to this great and generous poet. 
There are still some eagles' quills among us ; there are 
others of us who have not eagles' quills to dedicate to his 
memory, only nibs with which to pen a feeling, happily 
stronger and more various than the words and scratches 
which try to speak of it : a feeling common to all who knew 
him, and who loved the man of rock and sunshine, and who 
were proud of his great gift of spirit and of his noble human 
nature. 

It often happens when a man dies in the fulness of years, 
that as you look across his grave, you can almost see his life- 
time written in the faces gathered round about it. There 
stands his history. There are his companions and his early 
associates and those who loved him, and those with whom 
his later life was passed. You may hear the voices that have 

greeted him, see the faces he last looked upon ; you may 
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even go back and find some impression of early youth in 
the young folks who recall a past generation to those who 
remember the past. And how many phases of a long and 
varied life must have been represented in the great proces- 
sion which followed Robert Browning to his honored grave! 
passing along the London streets and moving on through 
the gloomy fog, assembling from many a distant place to 
show respect to one 

4 * Who never turned his back, but marched breast forward, 
Never doubted clouds would break ; 
Never dreamed, tho' right were worsted, 
Wrong would triumph. 

Held— we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better, 
Sleep to wake." 



THE END 
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